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No more sickness, 
No more sorrow, 


When I lay my burden down. 
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TO THE NARRATORS 


PREFACE 


This book is a selection and integration of excerpts and complete narratives 
from the Slave Narrative Collection of the Federal Writers’ Project, whose 
history and method are discussed below. The present note concerns my own 
part in a work which has passed through many hands and minds, as well as 
several stages of completion. 

Since the work of collection had been nearly completed when I became folk- 
lore editor of the Federal Writers’ Project in 1938, my efforts have been de- 
voted chiefly to utilization. From 1939 to 1941, as chief editor of the Writers’ 
Unit of the Library of Congress Project, I planned and supervised the work of 
organizing and preparing the collection for deposit in the Library of Congress. 

In February, 1944, I was asked to prepare for publication a selection of the 
narratives “which would give at once the flavor of the entire collection and the 
social patterns revealed in the series, while keeping literary excellence to the 
forefront.” This meant not only a reduction in scope and scale but also a re- 
vision of my thinking about the narratives to the point where I could see them 
not as a collection of source material for the scholar but as a finished product 
for the general reader. Specifically, it meant (1) reducing the bulk of the col- 
lection from over ten thousand to five or six hundred manuscript pages; 
(2) concentrating on its broadly human and imaginative aspects and on those 
oral, literary, and narrative folk values for which in 1928 I coined the word 
“folk-say”; and (3) fitting the selections into some sort of sequence that would 
give pattern to the book and to slavery. 

To do all this in the narrow compass of some three hundred pages required 
the use of excerpts in preference to complete narratives, except where the latter 
constituted an irreducible minimum, as in the autobiographical section, “Long 
Remembrance,” which balances the picture of slavery with the picture of the 
individual life. At the same time, the excerpts required considerable pointing 
up, by careful cutting, arranging, and titling, to give proper emphasis where 
there was none or where, out of context, there might be a wrong emphasis. 

In accordance with the same criter.a of truth and readability, the original 
attempts at dialect-writing, successful and unsuccessful, were abandoned, 
except for a few characteristic and expressive variations. Although they had 
been instructed to put truth to idiom first, many interviewers were betrayed by 
their zeal for accurate recording into stressing truth to pronunciation, which 
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led them into new and worse inaccuracies. It is true that a word like “master” 
may have a half-dozen variants—“marster,” “moster,” “mastuh,” “maussa,” 
“marsa,” and “massa”—but the fine distinctions of phonetic spelling (due to 
differences as much in the way a sound is heard or represented as in the sound 
itself) are for the specialist and get in the way of the essential qualities of 
spoken language, which are qualities of style, of word choice and word order. 

To preserve the narrative flow and the collective tone of many voices speak- 
ing as one, the source of each selection is given in the appended “List of In- 
formants and Interviewers.” For the rest, except for an occasional omission or 
emendation to clarify meaning or the change of a name here and there, my 
job has been that of the original interviewers, namely, to let the ex-slaves, and 
through them slavery and freedom, speak for themselves. 

The photograph on the cover was made in Greene County, Georgia, in 1941, 
by Jack Delano for the Farm Security Administration. For valuable aid or 
encouragement, of one kind or another, I am indebted to the Librarian of 
Congress, Dr. Luther H. Evans, and the staff of the Rare Books Division of the 
Library of Congress; to Joseph A. Brandt and the editors and production de- 
partment of the University of Chicago Press; and to Sterling Brown, Joseph L. 
Leach, and Gertrude F. Botkin. 

B. A. Borxin 


WasHincTron, D.C. 
September 1945 
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INTRODUCTION 


Everything I tells you am the truth, but they’s plenty I can’t tell you. 


From the memories and the lips of former slaves have come the answers 
which only they can give to questions which Americans still ask: What does it 
mean to be a slave? What does it mean to be free? And, even more, how does 
it feel? The writing and recording of slave autobiographies goes back to the 
latter part of the eighteenth century, which produced the narratives of Briton 
Hammon, John Marrant, and Gustavus Vassa. During the antislavery move- 
ment, fugitive slaves not only joined in the struggle for freedom but also sup- 
plied it with an effective weapon in the form of narratives of their “Uncom- 
mon Sufferings and Surprising Deliverance.” Slavery itself, as experienced 
and reported by the slave, was the best argument against slavery. This auto- 
biographical propaganda, a kind of nonviolent slave revolt, represents the first 
attempts of Negroes to write their own history and their earliest literature of 
self-portraiture and social protest. As contemporary social history, from the 
bottom up, it completes the picture of slavery which we get, on the one hand, 
from planters’ and overseers’ records, diaries, and letters and, on the other hand, 
from the journals of travelers like Harriet Martineau, Fanny Kemble, and 
Frederick Law Olmsted. 

Both during and since slavery times the experiences of ex-slaves have been 
recorded and used in several different ways. First and perhaps best of all is the 
method of taking down the informant’s own words as he speaks or as soon 
after as convenient. This method was employed by Benjamin Drew, of Boston, 
in The Refugee: or The Narratives of Fugitive Slaves in Canada, Related by 
Themselves (1856), a collection of over a hundred graphic sketches in the first 
person. Another method is that of the editorialized interview, used by James 
Redpath in The Roving Editor: or, Talks with Slaves in the Southern States 
(1859), which weaves conversations into a narrative and descriptive com- 
mentary, sprinkled with dialect and exhortation. A variation of the moralizing 
approach is seen in Octavia V. Rogers Albert’s The House of Bondage, or 
Charlotte Brooks and Other Slaves (1890), with its sentimental and retrospec- 
tive pen pictures and narratives of old slaves. Finally, there are collections of 
biographical sketches and anecdotes in the third person, from Isaac T. Hopper’s 
“Tales of Oppression” (originally published in Northern newspapers and 
revised and reprinted in Lydia Maria Child’s life of the Quaker abolitionist in 
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1853) to William Still, the Negro antislavery agent’s The Underground Rail 
Road: A Record of Facts, Authentic Narratives, Letters, &c., Narrating the 
Hardships Hair-breadth Escapes and Death Struggles of the Slaves in Their 
Efforts for Freedom, as Related by Themselves and Others, or Witnessed by 
the Author .... (1872). 

In our own day, slave narratives and interviews have continued to be used in 
one or another of these two main fashions: for serious historical and sociologi- 
cal documentation, as in Frederic Bancroft’s Slave-trading in the Old South 
(1931), Charles S. Johnson’s Shadow of the Plantation (1934), and John B. 
Cade’s “Out of the Mouths of Ex-Slaves” (Journal of Negro History, July, 
1935); or for nostalgic character and local-color sketches of old times, as in 
Orland Kay Armstrong’s Old Massa’s People: The Old Slaves Tell Their Story 
(1931) and Bernard Robb’s Welcum Hinges (1942). 

In 1934 Lawrence D. Reddick proposed to Harry L. Hopkins, director of the 
Federal Emergency Relief Administration, a Negro project “to study the 
needs and collect the testimony of ex-slaves” in the Ohio River Valley and the 
lower South. In 1936 the work thus begun was continued and extended under 
the Works Progress Administration by white and Negro workers of the Fed- 
eral Writers’ Project in the states of Alabama, Arkansas, Florida, Georgia, 
Indiana, Kansas, Kentucky, Louisiana, Maryland, Mississippi, Missouri, North 
Carolina, Ohio, Oklahoma, South Carolina, Tennessee, Texas, and Virginia. 
To this type of large-scale collection of life-history and interview material the 
program and personnel of the Federal Writers’ Project were well adapted. 
Established primarily to give employment to unemployed writers, newspaper 
men, research workers, and other qualified persons in the preparation of a 
series of state and local guides, the Project also made collections of folklore and 
life-histories, representing, in addition to former slaves, people of various 
occupations, nationalities, and regions, as in These Are Our Lives (1939). 

Beginning in 1939, when the Work Projects Administration passed from 
federal to state control, the Library of Congress Project prepared for deposit in 
the Library, along with other surplus products of the Writers’ Program, the 
bulk of the slave-narrative collection, including photographs of former slaves, 
interviews with descendants of slaves and white informants concerning slavery, 
transcripts of laws, and notices and records of sale, transfer, and manumission 
of slaves. Collated and arranged in seventeen volumes in thirty-three parts 
(now available in microfilm copy), the original typescripts of over two thou- 
sand narratives, with several hundred photographs, were bound and deposited 
in the Rare Books Division. Other narratives (notably those gathered by the 
Virginia and Louisiana projects) are still in the states, in specially designated 
depositories for unpublished materials of the Federal Writers’ Project. A num- 
ber of narratives have been published in two Writers’ Project publications, The 
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Negro in Virginia (1939) and Drums and Shadows: Survival Studtes among 
the Georgia Coastal Negroes (1940). 

The workers of the Federal Writers’ Project approached their task of inter- 
viewing ex-slaves frankly as amateurs. Those associated with the direction and 
criticism of the work in the national office’ had a variety of special interests, 
from folklore to race relations; but they all had in common a preoccupation 
with the materials of American culture and a desire to give the Negro fair 
representation in both the program and the personnel of the Project. 

In 1937 a set of simple and “homely” instructions and questions was issued 
with a view to getting the ex-slave to thinking and talking freely about the days 
of slavery. The questions covered the following subjects: Place and date of 
birth; parents’ names and origin; brothers’ and sisters’ names; recollections or 
stories of grandparents; life in the quarters; kind of work; money earned, if 
any, and how, and what was purchased with it; food and cooking; clothing; 
owner and his family; the big house; overseer or driver and poor-white neigh- 
bors; size of plantation and number of slaves; daily schedule; punishments; 
slave sales and auctions; education; religion; runaway slaves; trouble between 
blacks and whites; patrollers; leisure-time activities; holidays, weddings, fu- 
nerals, etc.; games, songs, stories, superstitions, etc.; health, medicine, and folk 
cures; the Civil War; the Yankees; the news of freedom; the first year of free- 
dom; the Ku Klux and night riders; marriage and children; opinions con- 
cerning Negro and white leaders; attitude toward slavery and the church. As 
the need of more information on life after freedom was felt, the following sub- 
jects were subsequently added: What the slaves expected of freedom and what 
they got; attitude toward Reconstruction; the influence of secret organizations; 
experience in voting and holding office; life since 1864; attitude toward the 
younger generation and the present; slave uprisings; stories of the Nat Turner 
Rebellion; songs of the period. 

In reading the narratives one is impressed first by their very bulk, whose 
variety and repetition provide a broad basis for interpretation. They are, at the 
same time, uneven. Many are damaged or weakened by internal contradictions 
and inconsistencies; obvious errors of historical fact; vague, confused, or am- 
biguous statements; lapses of memory; and reliance on hearsay rather than 
firsthand experience. By comparison with the first-person accounts, the few 
written in the third person seem completely lacking not only in flavor but also 
in reliability. In the absence of accompanying information on the interviewer, 
however, all judgments of reliability mist be based on purely internal evidence. 
Here the form, as well as the content, of the narrative may inspire confidence 

1 Directly involved were Henry G. Alsberg, director of the Federal Writers’ Project; George 
Cronyn, associate director; John A. Lomax, national advisor on folklore and folkways (1936-37); 


Sterling A. Brown, editor on Negro affairs; Mary Lloyd, editor in the Essay Department; and 
B. A. Botkin, folklore editor (1938-39). 
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or arouse distrust. Still, one can often be fooled, since even the most tortuous 
and painfully misspelled narrative may conceal excellent passages. In spite of 
instructions against editing or censorship, some narratives show signs of 
having been retouched. And, in spite of instructions against taking sides, the 
interviewer, in his editorial introductions and asides, his notes and leading 
questions, often betrays his personal prejudices and sympathies. 

The informant himself is often guilty of flattery and exaggeration, of telling 
only what he wants to tell or what he thinks the interviewer wants to hear. 
No less interesting than what he says is how he says it, on account of the many 
subtly implied acceptances and resistances which one interviewer describes as 
the “quick, smooth cover-up when something is to be withheld,” the “unex- 
pected vigor of the mind when the bait is attractive enough to draw it out,” 
the “reserve in her manner which makes questioning beyond a certain point 
impertinent,” the apparent “lack of resentment that lies behind the words that 
sound vehement when read.” The whole complex of Negro adjustment, in- 
cluding personal loyalties and white controls, past and present, and the ex- 
slave’s status in his community, affect his attitude and expression, particularly 
on the questions of slavery and freedom. Thus the ex-slave on relief is likely to 
be more bitter about the present than about the past. In other cases, as when the 
narrator may belong to an ex-slave association or may even have found it 
profitable to be an object of curiosity or awe, he obviously enjoys the role he is 
playing. 

The former slaves have not only retained memories of their earlier status, but have 
maintained a certain dignity and prestige for themselves by contrasting these memories 
with the pretensions to freedom of the younger generation. For these older ones it has 
become a part of the technique of survival to rationalize the social adjustments made. 
There are, at the same time, former slaves who, with a certain defiance, refer to slavery 
as an ill which they were fortunate and grateful to escape. This they do with vigor and 
eloquence, but also with a becoming caution. There is enough spirit in their recital of slave 
conditions, however, to set them apart from some of their brethren, who, like many of 
their masters, find these memories glowing with increasing charm and romance as time 
separates them from the period [Charles S. Johnson, in Shadow of the Plantation, pp. 18- 
19]. 

Finally, the narratives display considerable variation in style and treatment, 
ranging from fragmentary and scrappy accounts to full, well-rounded recitals, 
from correct to colloquial English, from modified to extreme dialect, from 
rambling and at times senile garrulousness to clear-cut reconstruction of the 
past, from mere generalization to rich circumstantial detail, from stilted self- 
consciousness to complete naturalness and spontaneity, from sheer triteness to 
highly imaginative and dramatic realism. The best results are obtained when a 
good informant and a good interviewer get together and the narrative is the 
product of the conscious or unconscious collaboration of the two, or when the 
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interviewer succeeds in eliminating himself entirely and the reader is brought 
face to face with an informant who has a rewarding experience to share or a 
good story to tell. 

As the last of the ex-slaves speak, with the urgency of the “historic few,” 
their words take on new meaning and relevance in the light of the present, with 
its new freedoms and new forms of slavery. For what they have to say of race, 
caste, and class, of cultural conflict and change, as well as slavery, the narratives 
have prime importance for the sociologist and the social anthropologist. As folk 
history—history from the bottom up, in which the people become their own 
historians, they directly concern the cultural historian, fully aware that history 
must study the inarticulate many as well as the articulate few. 

The best of the slave narratives also belong to literature. “With the exception 
of his folk songs,” writes Vernon Loggins, in The Negro Author, “the Negro’s 
most valuable contributions to American literature have been in the form of 
personal memoirs.” In contrast to the more consciously produced narratives of 
racial leaders, many of which, like those of Josiah Henson (the original Uncle 
Tom) and Frederick Douglass, have become classics, the oral statements of 
ex-slaves may seem crude and casual. But as folk-say—what the people have to 
say about themselves—and oral literature on an illiterate or a semiliterate 
level, they will be found to possess literary qualities of their own, close to folk 
literature. They have the forthrightness, tang, and tone of people talking, the 
immediacy and concreteness of the participant and the eyewitness, and the 
salty irony and mother wit which, like the gift of memory, are kept alive by the 
bookless world. 

But it is not only as folk history and folk literature that the narratives interest 
the folklorist. In its static structure, “extra-organizational” and “extra-tech- 
nological,” slave society was a folk society, here revealed in all its multiplicity 
of folkways and folk notions, differentiated by occupation, region, and econ- 
omy—field hand, house servant, and artisan; Sea Islands, Tidewater, and Deep 
South; cotton, tobacco, and sugar plantations. As a self-taught, self-contained 
group, moreover, on the make-it-yourself-or-do-without level of culture, 
slaves had their folk handskills and mindskills, their play of popular fantasy in 
both the real and the unreal world, their songs (omitted here), stories, sayings, 
games, pastimes, and superstitious beliefs and practices. Finally, slaves had 
their own code of behavior with respect to the whites, to complement the lat- 
ter’s slave code; and ex-slaves have kept alive their own tradition of slavery to 
match the white plantation tradition. ..s a mixture of fact and fiction, then, 
colored by the fantasy and idealization of old people recalling the past, the 
narratives constitute a kind of collective saga of slavery. In it the characters 
themselves are the narrators, revealing themselves as natural storytellers, who 
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draw, for both their material and their expression, upon group experience and 
traditional symbols, upon the folklore of slavery which outlives slavery. Thus 
the narratives, as they develop certain common and traditional patterns of their 
own, may be said to be on their way to becoming folklore—the folklore of ex- 
slaves. 

Since any written record of an interview is necessarily a visual arrangement, 
the reader should bear in mind that he “can’t get the whole story by reading 
the words” but has to “hear the tones and the accents, and see the facial expres- 
sions and bodily movements, and sense the sometimes almost occult influence,” 
as one interviewer puts it. Yet in spite of the difhculty of making the “pen be- 
come a tongue for the dumb,” in these pages the dumb speak; and history and 
humanity cannot fail to listen and heed. Now, even as Benjamin Drew an- 
nounced in 1856: 

While his informants talked, the author wrote: nor are there in the whole volume a 
dozen verbal alterations which were not made at the moment of writing, while in haste 
to make the pen become a tongue for the dumb..... 

He will endeavor to collect, with a view to placing their testimony on record, their 
experience of the actual workings of slavery—what experience they have had of the condi- 


tion of liberty—and such statements generally as they may be inclined to make, bearing 
upon the weighty subjects of oppression and freedom. 
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PART ONE 
Mother Wit 


Course, the people be more intelligent in learning these days, but I’m telling 
you there a lot of other things got to build you up’ sides learning. There one can 
get up to make a speech what ain’t got no learning, and they can just preach the 
finest kind of speech. Say they ain’t know one thing they gwine say fore they 
get up there. Folks claim them kind of people been bless with plenty good 


mother wit. 


We begin with people talking and swapping stories—the way all literature 
and history began in the days before writing. The talk is canny talk, full of 
shrewd meaning and sly humor. The stories have the unaffected sincerity of 
honest folk plus the reticence of those whom cruelty has made wary and 
whom oppression has taught the art of evasion and irony as a compromise 
between submission and revolt. 

Where there is no tradition of learning or any tradition, for that matter, save 
an oral one, the folk fall back on mother wit, a kind of inspired wisdom and 
eloquence, based on intuition and experience. “How I larnt such? ....It come 
to me.” “T ain’t talking *bout what I heard; I’m talking ’bout what I done 
seed.” “This is a fact; "taint no lie. It’s what I done.” “.... Most of them things 
works iffen you tries them.” Mother wit tells you what to say and do and think, 
on the spur of the moment; and yet its promptings come from away back; for 
there is a kind of accumulated mother wit of generations, which has the 
weight of tradition behind it and which gives the quality of proverb and ritual 
to improvisation. How else can one explain the rich allusiveness of language 
which is both plastic and patterned? 

“Mean a man as God ever wattled a gut in.” “He done ever’thing he could 
‘cept eat us.” “I nussed babies till I got against nussing babies.” “Right smart 
spends it foolish.” “They [the snakes] commenced to rattle like dry butter- 
beans.” And the power of aphorism: “White folks do as they pleases, and the 
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darkies do as they can.” “The laws of the country were made for the white man. 
The laws of the North were made for man.” “You take a one-armed man, and 
he can’t do what a two-armed man can. The colored man in the South is a one- 
armed man..... ” “T didn’t quite make slavery. Me and freedom come here 
together.” “She said they didn’t know what to do with freedom. She said it 
was like weaning a child what never learned to eat yet.” “People raised children 
in them days. Folks just feeds em now and lets em grow up.” And the power 
of fancy, poetic or humorous: “When you is gwine along the road and feel 
some warm air, then that is where the spirits has just been. The wings of the 
dead has done fanned that air till it’s hot.....” “You says why did I run? These 
feets was made to take care of this body, and I used ’em is all.” 

But bright sayings and funny stories were part of a cultural pattern as well 
as of mother wit. In slavery’s “state of perpetual war” (in Redpath’s phrase), 
folklore was a weapon of both master and slave. Through the whole code of 
luck signs, of omens, charms, and taboos, as well as through “fireside training” 
in “mannerableness” and the good-timing of folk gatherings, the master kept 
a fearful and a restless people in hand. “Old training is best, and I cannot forget 
my manners.” “Old Master was good to us. He said he wanted us singing and 
shouting and working in the field from morning to night.” At the same time, 
the slave used the power of luck for his own protection, as in conjuring the 
hounds or carrying a rabbit’s foot in his pocket to keep from getting whipped. 
And in his folk stories and anecdotes he took a subtle revenge on his master by 
turning the tables on him. Just as Br’er Rabbit, in a politer form, for the enter- 
tainment of the whites, symbolizes the triumph of cunning over superior force, 
so among themselves the Negroes told more realistic and more caustic tales of 
Old John, the slave who outwits his master, even though he sometimes gets 
caught. Take the sardonic jest, “Old Massa’s Gone to Philameyork”: While 
the slaves were feasting, the master returned from a pretended trip (“He just 
wanted to see what they would do if they thought he was away”), “disguised 
as a tramp—face smutty and clothes all dirty and raggedy. They couldn't tell 
who he was. He walked up just as though he wanted to eat and begged the 
boys for something to eat. The boys said to him: ‘Stand back, you shabby 
rascal, you. Iffen they’s anything left, you get some; iffen they ain’t none left, 
you get none. This is our time. Old Massa done gone to Philameyork, and 
we're having a big time.’ ” 

Although themes and motifs may be traced to Old World sources, the slave 
made them distinctly his own, so that much that is characteristic in Negro 
folklore may be traced to slavery. His hard-hitting lore reflects the way in 
which the Negro has adapted himself to a white man’s world by “hitting a 
straight lick with a crooked stick.” 


FOOLING MASTER AND CATCHING JOHN 
[ fooled Old Master seven years, 


Fooled the overseer three. 
Hand me down my banjo, 
And I'll tickle your bel-lee. 


8 aS Ol 


FOOLING MASTER 
Mr. Whitehead owned Dirtin Ferry down to Belmont, and they had a darky 


there named Dick what claim sick all the time. So the master man said, “Dick, 
damn it, go to the house. I can’t get no work outen you.” So Dick went on. He 
was a fiddler, so they just took his victuals to him for seven years. Then one day, 
Old Master say to the overseer man, “Let’s slip up there and see what Dick 
doing.” So they did, and there sot Dick, fat as he could be, a-playing the fiddle 
and a-singing, Fool my master seven years. 

Going to fool him seven more. 


Hey diddle, de diddle, de diddle, de do. 


About that time Old Master poked his head in the door, said, “Damn if you 
will. Come on outen there, you black rascal, and go to work.” And I ain’t never 
heard of Dick complaining no more. 


CATCHING JOHN 


He had one, do call him John, and it come a traveler and stayed all night. 
Old Master pointed out John and said, “He ain’t never told me a lie in his life.” 
The traveler bet Master a hundred dollars ’gainst four bits he’d catch John in a 
lie "fore he left. Next morning at the table the mice was pretty bad, so the 
traveler caught one by the tail and put him inside a coverlid dish what was 
setting there on the table, and he told Old Master tell John he could eat some- 
thing out of every dish after they got through but that coverlid one, and not to 
take the cover offen it. And John said, “No, sir, I won't.” But John just nat- 
urally had to see what was in that dish, so he raise the lid and out hopped the 
mouse. Then here come Old Master and asked John iffen he done what he told 
him not to do, and John ’nied it. Then the traveler look in the dish and the 
mouse wa’n’t there, and he said, “See there, John been lying to you all the 
time, you just ain’t knowed it.” And I reckon he right, ’cause us had to lie. 


IT WAS A POSSUM A WHILE AGO 


One day a nigger killed one of his master’s shoats, and he catch him and 
when he ask him, “What’s that you got there?” the nigger said, “A possum.” 
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The master said, “Let me see.” He looked and seen it was a shoat. The nigger 
said, “Master, it may be a shoat now, but it sure was a possum while ago when 
I put ‘im in this sack.” 

PIG-OOIE, PIG 


Master John Booker had two niggers what had a habit of slipping across the 
river and killing Old Master’s hogs and hiding the meat in the loft of the 
house. Master had a big blue hog, and one day he missed him and he sent Ned 
to look for him. Ned knowed all the time that he had killed it and had it hid in 
his loft. He hunted and called, “Pig-ooie, pig. Somebody done stole Old Mas- 
ter’s big blue hog.” They couldn’t find it, but Old Master thought Ned knowed 
something ’bout it. One night he found out Ned was gonna kill another hog 
and had asked John to go with him. He borrowed John’s clothes and blacked 
his face and met Ned at the river. Soon they find a nice big one, and Ned say, 
“John, I'll drive him round and you kill him.” So he drove him past Old 
Master, but he didn’t want to kill his own hog, so he made like he’d like to kill 
him but he missed him. Finally Ned got tired and said, “I'll kill him, you drive 
him by me.” So Master John drove him by him, and Ned knock the hog on the 
head and cut his throat and they load him on the canoe. When they was nearly 
cross the river, Old Master dip up some water and wash his face a little, then 
he look at Ned and he say, “Ned, you look sick. I believe you’ve got leprosy.” 
Ned row on little more and he jump in the river, and Master had a hard time 
finding him again. He had the overseer whip Ned for that. 


MALITIS 


....T remember Mammy told me about one master who almost starved his 
slaves. Mighty stingy, I reckon he was. 

Some of them slaves was so poorly thin they ribs would kinda rustle against 
each other like corn stalks a-drying in the hot winds. But they gets even one 
hog-killing time, and it was funny, too, Mammy said. 

They was seven hogs, fat and ready for fall hog-killing time. Just the day 
before Old Master told off they was to be killed, something happened to all 
them porkers. One of the field boys found them and come a-telling the master: 
“The hogs is all died, now they won’t be any meats for the winter.” 

When the master gets to where at the hogs is-laying, they’s a lot of Negroes 
standing round looking sorrow-eyed at the wasted meat. The master asks: 
“What’s the illness with ’em?” 

“Malitis,” they tells him, and they acts like they don’t want to touch the 
hogs. Master says to dress them anyway for they ain’t no more meat on the 
place. 


He says to keep all the meat for the slave families, but that’s because he’s 
afraid to eat it hisself account of the hogs’ got malitis. 

“Don’t you all know what is malitis?” Mammy would ask the children 
when she was telling of the seven fat hogs and seventy lean slaves. And she 
would laugh, remembering how they fooled Old Master so’s to get all them 
good meats. 

“One of the strongest Negroes got up early in the morning,” Mammy would 
explain, “long ‘fore the rising horn called the slaves from their cabins. He 
skitted to the hog pen with a heavy mallet in his hand. When he tapped Mister 
Hog ’tween the eyes with that mallet, ‘malitis’ set in mighty quick, but it was 
a uncommon ‘disease,’ even with hungry Negroes around all the time.” 


THE BOOTS THAT WOULDN’T COME OFF 


One time a houseboy from another plantation wanted to come to one of our 
Saturday night dances, so his master told him to shine his boots for Sunday and 
fix his horse for the night and then he could git off for the frolic. Abraham 
shined his master’s boots till he could see hisself in them, and they looked so 
grand he was tempted to try em on. They was a little tight but he thought he 
could wear ’em, and he wanted to show hisself off in ’em at the dance. They 
wa’n’t so easy to walk in, and he was ’fraid he might git ’em scratched up 
walking through the fields, so he snuck his master’s horse out and rode to the 
dance. When Abraham rid up there in them shiny boots, he got all the gals’ 
‘tention. None of ’em wanted to dance with the other niggers. That Abraham 
was sure strutting till somebody run in and told him his horse had done broke 
its neck. He had tied it to a limb and sure enough, some way, that horse had 
done got tangled up and hung its own self. Abraham begged the other nigger 
boys to help him take the dead horse home, but he had done took their gals 
and he didn’t get no help. He had to walk twelve miles home in them tight 
shoes. The sun had done riz up when he got there and it wa’n’t long ’fore his 
master was calling: “Abraham, bring me my boots.” That nigger would holler 
out, “Yes, sir, I’s a-coming.” But them boots wouldn’t come off ’cause his foots 
had done swelled up in ’em. His master kept on calling and when Abraham 
seed he couldn’t put it off no longer, he just cut them boots off his foots and 
went in and told what he had done. His master was awful mad and said he was 
a good mind to take the hide off Abraham’s back. “Go git my horse quick, nig- 
ger, fore I most kills you,” he yelled. Then Abraham told him: “Master, I 
knows you is going to kill me now, but your horse is done dead.” Then poor 
Abraham had to out and tell the whole story, and his master got to laughing 
so bout how he took all the gals away from the other boys and how them boots 
hurt him that it looked like he never could stop. When he finally did stop 
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laughing and shaking his sides, he said: “That’s all right, Abraham. Don’t 
never let nobody beat your time with the gals.” And that’s all he ever said to 
Abraham ’bout it. 


I COME TO TELL THEM I COULDN’T COME 


See, I wa’n’t so old, just a young boy in slavery time, but I recall Young Mas- 
ter told Tom, a young nigger there, one time not to go to the frolic. 

“Clean up them dishes and go to bed,” he say. And Tom said, “Yes, sir,” but 
Marse Nep watch Tom through the door and after a while Tom slip out and 
away he went, with Young Master right behind him. He got there and found 
Tom cutting a ground shuffle big as anybody. Young Master called him. 
“Tom,” he say, “Tom, didn’t I tell you you couldn’t come to this frolic?” “Yes, 
sir,” says Tom, “you sure did, and ] just come to tell ’em I couldn’t come.” 

Young Master didn’t hurt Tom none, but I is seed em strip ’em plumb naked 
and nigh about kill ’em. 


MASTER PUMPKIN 


Master didn’t whip, only once. That ’cause a nigger steal he favorite pump- 
kin. He am saving that for to get the seed, and it am big as the ten-gallon jug. 
The corn field am full of pumpkins, but that nigger done took Master’s choice 
one. That pumpkin am so big he have to tussle with it fore he get it to he cabin. 
It like stealing a elephant, you can’t hide it in the watch pocket. Course, lots of 
niggers seed that colored gentleman with that pumpkin, and ’fore long Master 
know it. 

Well, sir, it am the funny sight to see him punish that nigger. First, Master 
sot him down on the ground front the quarters, where us all see him. Then he 
make that nigger set down and give him the big bowl pumpkin sauce and 
make him eat it. Him eat and eat and get so full him can’t hardly swallow, and 
Master say, “Eat some more, it am awful good.” That nigger try, but him can’t 
eat no more. Master give him the light brushing, and it am funny to see that 
colored gentleman with pumpkin smear on he face and tears running down 
he face. After that, us children call him Master Pumpkin, and Master never 
have no more trouble with stealing he seed pumpkins. 


WHAT THE PASS SAID 
J 


They had what you call patrollers who would catch you from home and 
wear you out and send you back to your master. If a master had slaves he just 
could not rule (some of ’em was hard and just would not mind the boss), he 
would ask him if he wanted to go to another plantation and if he said he did, 
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then he would give him a pass, and that pass would read: “Give this nigger 
hell.” Of course, when the patrollers or other plantation boss would read the 
pass, he would beat him nearly to death and send him back. Of course, the 
nigger could not read and did not know what the pass said. You see, they did 
not ‘low no nigger to have a book or piece of paper of any kind, and you know 
they was not going to teach any of ’em to read. 


II 


.... Lhere was one woman owns some slaves and one of ’em asks her for a 
pass, and she give him the piece of paper supposed to be the pass, but she 
writes on it: 

His shirt am rough and his back am tough, 
Do, pray, Mr. Paddleroller, give him enough. 

The paddlerollers beat him nearly to death, ‘cause that’s what’s wrote on the 
paper he give ’em. 

POLLY PARROT 


The mistress had an old parrot, and one day I was in the kitchen making 
cookies, and I decided I wanted some of them, so I tooks me out some and put 
them on a chair; and when I did this the mistress entered the door. I picks up 
a cushion and throws over the pile of cookies on the chair, and Mistress came 
near the chair and the old parrot cries out, “Mistress burn, Mistress burn.” 
Then the mistress looks under the cushion, and she had me whupped, but the 
next day I killed the parrot, and she often wondered who or what killed the 
bird. 

THE TERRAPIN THAT COULD TALK 


This nigger went down to the spring and found a terrapin, and he say, 
“What brung you here?” Just imagine how he felt when it say to him, “Teeth 
and tongue bring me here, and teeth and tongue will bring you here.” He run 
to the house and told his master that he found a terrapin that could talk. They 
went back, and he asked the terrapin what bring him here and it wouldn’t say 
a word. Old Master didn’t like it cause he went down there just to see a 
common ordinary terrapin, and he told the nigger he was going to get into 
trouble for telling him a lie. Next day the nigger seen the terrapin and it say 
the same thing again. Soon after that this nigger was lynched right close to the 
place he saw the terrapin. 


TURN THE TRAY AROUND 


Just fore the war, a white preacher he come to us slaves and says: “Do you 
want to keep your homes where you get all to eat, and raise your children, or 
do you want to be free to roam around without a home, like the wild animals? 
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If you want to keep your homes you better pray for the South to win. All they 
wants to pray for the South to win, raise the hand.” We all raised our hands 
"cause we was scared not to, but we sure didn’t want the South to win. 

That night all the slaves had a meeting down in the hollow. Old Uncle 
Mack, he gets up and says: “One time over in Virginia there was two old 
niggers, Uncle Bob and Uncle Tom. They was mad at one another, and one 
day they decided to have a dinner and bury the hatchet. So they sat down, 
and when Uncle Bob wasn’t looking Uncle Tom put some poison in Uncle 
Bob’s food, but he saw it and when Uncle Tom wasn’t looking Uncle Bob he 
turned the tray around on Uncle Tom, and he gets the poison food.” Uncle 
Mack, he says: “That’s what we slaves is gwine do, just turn the tray around 
and pray for the North to win.” 


I COME FROM ABOVE, WHERE ALL IS LOVE 


The slaves would get tired of the way they was treated and try to run away 
to the North. I had a cousin to run away one time. Him and another fellow had 
got ’way up in Virginia ’fore Master Jim found out where they was. Soon as 
Master Jim found the whereabouts of George, he went after him. When Master 
Jim gets to George and ’em, George pretended like he didn’t know Master 
Jim. Master Jim asks him, “George, don’t you know me?” George he say, “I 
never seed you ’fore in my life.” Then they ask George and ’em where did 
they come from. George and this other fellow look up in the sky and say, “I 
come from above, where all is love.” If they had owned they knowed Master 
Jim, he could have brung ’em back home. 


LAYING DOWN AND GETTING UP 


After Old Ned got such a terrible beating for praying for freedom, he slipped 
off and went to the North to jine the Union army. After he got in the army he 
wrote to Master Tom. In his letter he had those words: 

“I am laying down, Master, and gitting up, Master,” meaning that he went 
to bed when he felt like it and got up when he pleased to. 


CUSSING MASTER 


...» Well, all Master Ed Mobley’s niggers like to stay with him after freedom. 
They just stay on without the whippings. Instead of whippings they just got 
cussings, good ones too. There was two old men, Joe Raines and Joe Murray, 
that he was particular fond of. Maybe he more love Joe Raines the bestest. One 
day Joe Murray let the cows get away in the corn field. At dinnertime Master 
Ed cuss him before the whole crowd of hands, laying around before dinner; 
and he cuss him powerful. After dinner Joe Murray grieve and complain much 
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about it to the crowd. Joe Raines up and allow: “Next time he cuss you, do like 
I do, just cuss him back. This is a free country, yes sir. Just give him as good a 
cussing as he gives you.” 

Not long after that, the boar hog get out the lot gate, when Joe Murray was 
leading his mule out. Master Ed lit out on Joe Murray a-cussing, and Joe Mur- 
ray lit out on Master Ed a-cussing, and then Master Ed catch Joe and give him 
a slavery-time whipping and turn him loose. Joe Murray take his mule on to 
the field, where he glum with Joe Raines. Joe Murray tell about the boar hog 
getting out and the cussings and the whippings. Joe Raines allow: “You didn’t 
cuss him right. You never cuss him like I cuss him, or you’d-a never got a whip- 
ping.” Joe Murray allow: “How you cuss him then, Joe?” Say Joe Raines very 
slow: “Well, when I cuss Master Ed, I goes way down in the bottoms where 
the corn grow high and got a black color. I looks east and west and north and 
south. I see no Master Ed. Then I pitches into him and gives him the worst 
cussing a man ever give another man. Then when I goes back to the house, my 
feelings is satisfied from the cussing I have give him, and he is sure to make 
up with me, for Master Ed don’t bear anger in his bosom long. The next time 
cuss him, but be sure to go ’way off somewhere so he can’t hear you, nigger.” 


JOKE: PUTTING HAND UNDER OLD MISTRESS’ DRESS 


Vl tell you ’nother funny joke ’bout Henry Johnson. He had to clean up 
most of the time. So Mrs. Newton’s dress was hanging in the room up on the 
wall, and when he come out he said to old Uncle Jerry, he said: “Jerry, guess 
what I done.” And Jerry said: “What?” And Uncle Henry said: “I put my 
hand under Old Mistress’ dress.” Uncle Jerry said: “What did she say?” Uncle 
Henry say: “She didn’t say nothing.” So Uncle Jerry ’cided he’d try it. So he 
went dragging on in the house. Set down on the floor by Old Mistress. After 
while he run his hand up under her dress, and Old Master jumped up and 
jumped on Jerry and like to beat him to death. Jerry went out crying and got 
out and called Henry. He said: “Henry, I thought you said you put your hand 
under Old Mistress’ dress and she didn’t say nothing.” Uncle Henry said: “I 
did and she didn’t say nothing.” Jerry said: “I put my hand under her dress, 
and Old Master like to beat me to death.” Uncle Henry said: “You crazy thing, 
her dress was hanging up on the wall when I put my hand up under it.” 


TALL TALES AND TALL TALK © 


His master hired a new overseer, who hung around for a bit, watching my 
father. Finally, my father asked him, “Now what are you able to do?” The 
overseer answered, “Why, I can see all over and whip all over, and that’s as 
much as any damn man can do.” 


i i id 


THE PROMISED LAND 


Yes, sir, Boss Man, the niggers is easy fooled. They always is been that way, 
and we was fooled away from Alabama to Arkansas by them two Yankee 
mens, Mr. Van Fleet and Mr. Bill Bowman, what I told you about, that brung 
that hundred head of folks the time us come. They told us that in Arkansas the 
hogs just laying around already baked with the knives and the forks sticking 
in them ready for to be et, and that there was fritter ponds everywhere with 
the fritters a-frying in them ponds of grease, and that there was money trees 
where all you had to do was to pick the money offen ’em like picking cotton 
offen the stalk, and us was sure put out when us git here and find that the 
onliest meat to be had was that what was in the store, and them fritters had to 
be fried in the pans, and that there wa’n’t no money trees a-tall. 


BIG CORN 


There happen to be a young nigger there, back from the West for a visit, 
and he was a great bragger. He was telling bout corn in Texas. “There,” he 
said, “corn grow twenty feet high, with stalks as big as the arm of John L. 
Sullivan, when he whupped Kilrain, and half a dozen big ears on each stalk.” 
The crowd was thunderstruck. 

My daddy cleared his throat and say: “That am nothing in the way of corn. 
One day I was walking past a forty-acre patch of corn, on the Governor Hey- 
ward plantation by the Combahee River, and the corn was so high and thick, 
I decide to ramble through it. "Bout halfway over, I hears a commotion. I 
walks on and peeps. There stands a four-ox wagon backed up to the edge of the 
field, and two niggers was sawing down a stalk. Finally they drag it on the 
wagon and drive off. I seen one of them, in a day or two, and asks ’bout it. He 
say: “We shelled 356 bushels of corn from that one ear, and then we saw 800 feet 
of lumber from the cob.” 

That young man soon slip out from the crowd and has never been seen here 
since. 
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SU ERES 


THEY WERE MEN IN THOSE DAYS 


Old John Drayton was the smartest of all the niggers on the master’s place. 
He work so hard sometime that Master just got to stop him, or he kill heself. 
I never see such a man for work in all my life. Master think a lot of him, ‘cause 
he been a good field hand, beside know lot ’bout cutting wood and building 
fence. What been more, Old John play for all the daiices on the plantation. He 
fair make fiddle talk. When Master give a dance he always call ’pon John. 

Yes, sir, that man sure could play. When he saw down on the fiddle and pull 
out that tune, “Oh, the Monkey Marry to the Baboon’ Sister,” he make a parson 
dance. | 

One day more than all, Master Murray send word to John that the cow done 
break out of the pasture, and he got to mend the fence quick. But John done 
promise some nigger on Fenwick Island to play for a dance, and he steal path 
and go [ went by stealth]. That been Friday night, and Master say John got to 
finish the fence by sundown the next day. 

When Old John ain’t up Saturday morning, Master ax everybody where he 
been, and the niggers all band together and tell Master that they see him leave 
in a boat to go fish and he ain’t seen since. Master been worry sure ’nough then 
‘cause he think John might be drown. He ‘gage four men to shoot gun all over 
creek to make John’ body rise. After that they drag all ‘bout in the gutter. 

Master gone bed with heavy heart ’cause he been very fond of Old John. 

John come back from Fenwick Island early Monday morning and ’fore day 
clear he in the wood cutting fence rail. Now, one hundred rail been call a good 
day’ work, but Old John decide he going to do better than that. He find five 
tree grow close together, and he cut piece out of every one. Then he chop at 
the biggest tree till he fall, and that tree knock all the rest over with him. 

When all them tree fall together, it made such a noise that Old Master hear 
um in he bed, and hasten to dress so he can see what done go on in the wouds. 

Master saddle the horse and ride till he git to the center of the noise, and 
there he see Old John cutting ’way like he crazy. Master been mad sure ’nough, 
but then he glad to see John ain’t drown. He start to say something, but Old 
John interrupt, and sing out: “Go ’way, Master, I ain’t got time to talk with you 
now.” 

Old John then gather up five ax, and go to the five tree laying down on the 
ground. He drive a ax in every tree and then grab a heavy maul. When Master 
look on, he take the maul and run from one tree to the other and quick as he 
hit the ax, the tree split wide open. Master start to say something ’gain, but John 
ain’t let him talk. He say: “Go on home to Missus, Master, I too shame, great 
God, I too shame! Go on home.” 

Master turn round in he track and go home without a word, ’cause he see 
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the old nigger ain’t going to give him any satisfaction ‘bout Saturday. When 
he go back in the wood that evening, he check up and find that Old John done 
cut five hundred rail. Oh, them been man in those day, I tell you. 


SET-DOWN HOGS 


Sometimes I wishes that I could be back to the old place, ’cause us did have 
plenty to eat, and at hog-killing time us had more’n a plenty. Old Master kill 
eight or ten set-down hogs at one time, and the meat and the lard and the 
hogjow] and the chitlins—mmm, I can see em now. 

What a set-down hog? It’s a hog what done et so much corn he got so fat 
that he feets can’t hold him up, and he just set on he hind quarters and grunts 
and eats, and eats and grunts, till they knock him in the head. 


BAD MAN YELL 


He had a overseer, J. B. Mullinax. I ’member him, and he was big and 
tough. He whipped a nigger man to death. He would come out of a morning, 
and give a long, keen yell, and say, “I’m J. B. Mullinax, just back from a week 
in Hell, where I got two new eyes, one named Snap and Jack, and t’other Take 
Hold. I’m going to whip two or three niggers to death today.” He lived a long 
time, but long ’fore he died his eyes turned backward in his head. I seen ’em 
thataway..... 
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HOW COME 


Why, woman, I was twelve years old fore | knowed babies didn’t come out a 
holler log. I used to go round looking in logs for a baby. 


i ~~ ~~ ~~ ~~~ ~~ a a a2 


WHY THE BOLL WEEVIL CAME 


I knows why that boll weevil done come. They say he come from Mexico, 
but I think he always been here. Away back yonder a spider live in the country, 
’specially in the bottoms. He live on the cotton leaves and stalks, but he don’t 
hurt it. These spiders kept the insects eat up. They don’t plow deep then, and 
plants cotton in February, so it made ’fore the insects git bad. 

Then they gits to plowing deep, and it am colder ’cause the trees all cut, and 
they plows up all the spiders and the cold kill them. They plants later, and 
there ain’t no spiders left to eat up the boll weevil. 


THE BROWN BEAR AND THE PICKANINNY 


There a big old brown bear what live in the woods, and she have lots of 
little cub bears and they still nursing at the breast. Old mama bear she out 
hunting one day, and she come by the field where lots of darkies working, and 
there on a pallet she see fat little pickaninny baby. Mama bear she up and stole 
that little pickaninny baby and takes it home. It hongry, but after she git all 
the cub bears fed, there ain’t no milk left for the nigger baby. Mama bear git so 
exasperated she say to her babies, “Go ‘long, you go ‘way and play.” Then she 
feed the little pickaninny baby and that how she raise that nigger baby. 

Now, every time Old Missy come to that place in the story, she start laughing; 
‘cause I always used to ask her, “How come they didn’t no hair grow on that 


baby?” 
NICODEMUS AND THE SYCAMORE TREE 


In the days of the disciples there was a small colored man name Niggerdemos 
[ Nicodemus], that was a Republican and run a eating-house in Jerusalem. He 
done his own cooking and serving at th~ tables. He heard the tramp, tramp, 
tramp of the multitude a-coming, and he asked: “What that going on out- 
side?” They told him the disciples done borrowed a colt and was having a 
parade over the city. Niggerdemos thought the good Lord would cure him 
of the lumbago in his back. Hearing folks a-shouting, he throwed down his 
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dishrag, jerked off his apron, and run for to see all that was gwine on, but 
having short legs he couldn’t see nothing. A big sycamore tree stood in the line 
of the parade, so Niggerdemos climbed up it, going high enough for to see 
all. The Savior tell him: “Come down; we gwine to eat at your house, Nigger- 
demos.” Niggerdemos come down so fast, when he hear that, he scrape the 
bark off the tree in many places. Niggerdemos was sure cured of the lumbago, 
but sycamores been blistered ever since. Next time you pass a sycamore tree, 
look how it is blistered! 


WHY PARTRIDGES CAN’T FLY OVER TREES 


.. My pappy allowed the reason partridges couldn’t fly over trees was: One 
day the Savior was a-riding ‘long on a colt to the Mount of Olive Trees, and 
the drove flewed up, make such a fuss they scared the colt and he run away 
with Him. The Master put a curse on the partridges for that, and ever since, 
they can’t fly over tree tops. 


THE SHEEP AND THE GOATS 


The niggers kept talking about being free, but they wasn’t free then and 
they ain’t now. 

Putting them free just like putting goat hair on a sheep. When it rain the 
goat come a-running and git in the shelter, cause his hair won’t shed the rain 
and he git cold, but the sheep ain’t got sense enough to git in the shelter but 
just stand out and let it rain on him all day. 

But the good Lord fix the sheep up with a woolly jacket that turn the water 
off, and he don’t git cold, so he don’t have to have no brains. 

The nigger during slavery was like the sheep. He couldn’t take care of 
hisself, but his master looked out for him, and he didn’t have to use his brains. 
The master’s protection was like the woolly coat. 

But the ’mancipation come and take off the woolly coat and leave the nigger 
with no protection and he can’t take care of hisself either. 


THE COON AND THE DOG 


Every time I think of slavery and if it done the race any good, I think of the 
story of the coon and dog who met. The coon said to the dog, “Why is it you’re 
so fat and I am so poor, and we is both animals?” The dog said: “I lay round 
Master’s house and let him kick me and he gives me a piece of bread right on.” 
Said the coon to the dog: “Better, then, that I stay poor.” Them’s my sentiment. 
I’m like the coon, I don’t believe in ’buse. 
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YOU JUST CAN’T GET AWAY FROM 
WHAT THE LORD SAID 


God gave it [religion] to Adam and took it away from Adam and gave it to 
Noah, and you know, Miss, Noah had three sons, and when Noah got drunk 
on wine, one of his sons laughed at him, and the other two took a sheet and 
walked backwards and threw it over Noah. Noah told the one who laughed, 
“You children will be hewers of wood and drawers of water for the other two 
children, and they will be known by their hair and their skin being dark.” So, 
Miss, there we are, and that is the way God meant us to be. We have always 
had to follow the white folks and do what we saw them do, and that’s all there 
is to it. You just can’t get away from what the Lord said. 
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LINCOLN AND OTHERS 


The children of Israel was in bondage one time, and God sent Moses to ‘liver 
them. Well, I s’pose that God sent Abe Lincoln to liver us. 


a i i a 


WHERE LINCOLN WROTE HIS NAME 


I 


I think Abe Lincoln was next to the Lord. He done all he could for the 
slaves; he set ’em free. People in the South knowed they’d lose their slaves when 
he was elected president. ’Fore the election he traveled all over the South, and 
he come to our house and slept in Old Mistress’ bed. Didn’t nobody know who 
he was. It was a custom to take strangers in and put them up for one night or 
longer, so he come to our house and he watched close. He seen how the niggers 
come in on Saturday and drawed four pounds of meat and a peck of meal for 
a week’s rations. He also saw em whipped and sold. When he got back up 
North he writ Old Master a letter and told him he was going to have to free his 
slaves, that everybody was going to have to, that the North was going to see 
to it. He also told him that he had visited at his house and if he doubted it to 
go in the room he slept in and look on the bedstead at the head and he’d see 
where he'd writ his name. Sure enough, there was his name: A. Lincoln. 


II 


Abraham Lincoln gits too much praise. I say, shucks, give God the praise. 
Lincoln come through Gallitan, Tennessee, and stopped at Hotel Tavern with 
his wife. They was dressed just like tramps, and nobody knowed it was him 
and his wife till he got to the White House and writ back and told ’em to look 
‘twixt the leaves in the table where he had set and they sure enough found out 
it was him. 


WHEN LINCOLN CAME DOWN TO FREE US 
I 


Oooh, child, you ought to been there when Mr. Linktum come down to free 
us. Policemen ain’t in it. You ought to seen them big black bucks. Their suits 
was so fine trimmed with them eagle buttons and they was gold too. And their 
shoes shined so they hurt your eyes. I tell you I can’t remember my age but it’s 
been a long time ago. 
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I wouldn’t take $100 for living in slavery days, and I member when they all 
parted out. Mr. Linktum come down. Yes’m, Mr. Abe Linktum and his part- 
ner, Horace Greeley, comed down. Lieutenants and Sarges all comed. And 
some big yellow buck niggers all dressed up fine. I served Mr. Linktum myself 
with my own hands. Yes’m, I did. I fotched cold water from the spring on a 
waiter, and I stood straight and held it out just like this in front of me. Yes’m, 
and his partner, Mr. Horace Greeley, too. And them big yellow buck niggers 
went in the kitchen where my mammy was cooking and told her: “Git outa 
here, nigger. You don’t have to wait on these white folks no more.” Yes’m, 
they did. And they done said: “You ain’t got no more master and no more 
missus. You don’t have to work here no more.” But my mother said: “I’s 
putting Old Master’s victuals on to cook. Wait till I gets em on.” And they told 
her again that she didn’t have no more master and no more missus. I told my 
mammy to kick him down the step, but she said she was afeared he would 
shoot her. All I hates about them Sarges and Lieutenants is they never did 
shave. Them days all wore whiskers. .... 


II 


I knowed the time when Abram Linkum come to the plantation. He come 
through there on the train and stopped over night oncet. He was known by 
Dr. Jameson, and he came to Perry to see about the food for the soldiers. 

We all had part in entertaining him. Some shined his shoes, some cooked for 
him, and I waited on the table, I can’t forget that. We had chicken hash and 
batter cakes and dried venison that day. You be sure we knowed he was our 
friend, and we catched what he had to say. Now, he said thjs (I never forget 
that so long as I live): “If you free the people, I'll bring you back into the 
Union. [To Dr. Jameson.] If you don’t free your slaves, I’ll whip you back into 
the Union. Before I’d allow my wife and children to be sold as slaves, I’ll wade 
in blood and water up to my neck.” 

Now he said all that. If my mother and father were living, they’d tell you 
the same thing. That’s what Linkum said. 

He came through after freedom and went to the Sheds’ first. I couldn’t 
’magine what was going on, but they came running to tell me, and what a time 
we had. 

Linkum went to the smokehouse and opened the door and said, “Help your- 
selves; take what you need; cook yourselves a good meal!” and we sure had a 
celebration. 


iit 


When Fillmore, Buchanan, and Lincoln ran for President, one of my old 
bosses said, “Hurrah for Buchanan,” and I said, “Hurrah for Lincoln.” One 
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of my mistresses said, “Why do you say, ‘Hurrah for Lincoln’?” And I said, 
“Because he’s going to set me free.” 

During that campaign, Lincoln came to North Carolina and ate breakfast 
with my master. In those days the kitchen was off from the house. They had 
for breakfast ham with cream gravy made out of sweet milk, and they had 
biscuits, poached eggs on toast, coffee and tea, and grits. They had waffles and 
honey and maple syrup. That was what they had for breakfast. 

He told my old boss that our sons are conceiving children by slaves and 
buying and selling our own blood, and it will have to be stopped. And that is 
what I know about that. 


IV 


I was looking right in Lincoln’s mouth when he said, “The colored man is 
turned loose without anything. J am going to give a dollar a day to every Negro 
born before Emancipation until his death—a pension of a dollar a day.” That’s 
the reason they killed him. But they sure didn’t get it. It’s going to be an awful 
thing up yonder when they hold a judgment over the way that things was done 
down here. 

When the war was declared over, Abraham Lincoln came South and went 
to the capitol [in Atlanta], and there was so many people to meet him he went 
up to the tower instead of in the State House. He said, “I did everything I 
could to keep out of war. Many of you agreed to turn the Negroes loose, but 
Jeff Davis said that he would wade in blood up to his neck before he would do 
it.” 

He asked for all of the Confederate money to be brought up there. And when 
it was brought, he called for the oldest colored man around. He said, “Now, is 
you the oldest?” The man said, “Yes, sir.” Then he threw him one of those 
little boxes of matches and told him to set fire to it and burn it up. 

Then he said, “I am going to disfranchise every one of you [the white folks], 
and it will be ten years before you can even vote or get back into the Union.” 


MAYBE MR. LINCOLN AIN’T SO BAD 


In them days they was peddlers gwine round the country selling things. 
They toted big packs on they backs filled with everything from needles and 
thimbles to bedspreads and frying pans. One day a peddler stopped at Miss 
Fanny’s house. He was the ugliest man I ever seed. He was tall and bony with 
black whiskers and black bushy hair and curious eyes that set way back in his 
head. They was dark and look like a dog’s eyes after you done hit him. He set 
down on the porch and opened his pack, and it was so hot and he looked so 
tired that Miss Fanny give him a cool drink of milk that had done been setting 
in the springhouse. All the time Miss Fanny was looking at the things in the 


18 


pack and buying, the man kept up a running talk. He ask her how many 
niggers they had; how many men they had fighting on the ’Federate side, and 
what was she gwine do if the niggers was set free. Then he ask her if she 
knowed Mr. Abraham Lincoln. 

‘Bout that time Miss Virginia come to the door and heard what he said. 
She blaze up like a lightwood fire and told that peddler that they didn’t want 
to know nothing ’bout Mr. Lincoln, that they knowed too much already, and 
that his name wasn’t ‘lowed called in her house. Then she say he wasn’t nothing 
but a black devil messing in other folks’ business, and that she’d shoot him on 
sight if she had half a chance. 

The man laughed. “Maybe Mr. Lincoln ain’t so bad,” he told her. Then he 
packed his pack and went off down the road, and Miss Virginia watched him 
till he went out of sight round the bend. 

Two or three wecks later Miss Fanny got a letter. The letter was from that 
peddler. He told her that he was Abraham Lincoln heself; that he was ped- 
dling over the country as a spy; and he thanked her for the rest on her shady 
porch and the cool glass of milk she give him. 

When that letter come, Miss Virginia got so hopping mad that she took all 
the stuff Miss Fanny done bought from Mr. Lincoln and made us niggers burn 
it on the ash pile. Then she made Pappy rake up the ashes and throw them in 
the creek. 


WHAT FREDERICK DOUGLASS SAID 


I knowed Fred Douglass. ] shook hands with him and talked with him here 
in Little Rock. They give him the opera house. We had the first floor. The 
white folks had the gallery. That was when the Republicans were in power. 

He said: “They all seem to be amazed and dumfounded over me having a 
white woman for a wife.” He said: “You all don’t know that my father was 
my mother’s master and she was as black as a crow. Don’t it seem natural that 
history should repeat itself? I have often wondered why he liked such a black 
woman as my mother. I was just a chip off the old block.” 


STEVE RENFROE 


Us lived in the third house from the big house in the quarter, and when I 
was a boy it was my job to set out shade trees. And one day the Ku Klux come 
riding by, and they leader was Mr. Steve Renfroe.t He wore long hair, and 
he call my pappy out and ax him a heap uf questions. While he sitting there, 
his horse pull up nigh "bout all the trees I done sot out. 

After talking to my pappy, he rode on ’cross Horn’s bridge, "bout two miles 
south of here, and there he met Old Man Enoch Sledge and Frank Sledge. 


* Sumter County’s “Outlaw Sheriff” of Reconstruction days. 


19 e 


They was darkies what belonged to Master Simmy Sledge’s father, Old Doctor 
Sledge. Slaves on that plantation was ‘lowed pretty good privilege after the 
surrender and was working on halvens. Uncle Enoch and Frank was in town 
trading some, and Mr. Renfroe didn’t want ’em to have anything. When they 
left town, they pass the Ku Kluxes right on the slough bridge. Mr. Renfroe 
ax Enoch to give him a piece of string to fix his saddle with; then shot him. 
Frank run to the river, but the Ku Kluxes cotched him and shot him, too. 
The niggers went down to the river that night and got the bodies and buried 
‘em in the old Travis graveyard. My mammy and daddy is buried there, too. 
Didn’t nobody do nothing ’bout Mr. Renfroe till he went on and got to 
messing with Master Simmy Sledge’s things; stole a pair of mules, and the 
white folks rambled after him till they found him in Linden. They got so hot 
after him that he went to his camp in the flat woods down on Bear Creek. 
Them was scary times, ’cause that man never had no mercy for nobody. 


SAM BASS 


I don’t ’member much ’bout the war, but I was born in slavery near the line 
of Tarrant County, in 1861. My master was named Wolf, but ’bout the end of 
the war he sells me to Dr. Barkswell, who owns my mammy. 

When the war is over, we gits out and comes to Birdville, and after three 
years Master Moser gives my mammy seventeen acres of land. He owned lots 
of slaves and gives ’em all some land for a home. 

For ten-twelve years after the war, the Klux gits after the niggers who is 
gitting into devilment. The colored folks sure quavered when they thought the 
Klan was after them. One nigger crawls up the chimney of the fireplace, and 
that nigger soon gits powerful hot and has to come out. You should of seen 
that nigger. He wa’n’t human-looking. He is all soot, fussed up, choked, and 
scared. They wa’n’t after him but wants to ask him if he knows where other 
niggers is hiding. I was too young to git in no picklement with the Klux. 

Years after that, I’s married and have four-five children, and I’s coming 
home. I’s stopped by seven men on hosses, and they all has rifles and pistols. I 
says to myself, “The Klux sure have come back and they is gwine to git me. It 
sure looks like troublement.” 

One of them weighs ’bout 135 pounds and has dark hair and complexium, 
and he says to me, “Nigger, where’s the lower Dalton crossing?” There was 
two crossings of the Trinity River, the upper and the lower. I says, “The upper 
crossing is back yonder.” 

He says, “I knows where the upper crossing is, I’s asking you where the lower 
one is. Don’t fool with us, nigger.” 

There was a big fellow, ‘bout 250, setting in the saddle and sorta antigogglin, 
with his gun pointing at me. The hole in the end of that gun looked big as a 
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cannon. He was mean-looking and chewing a quid of t’baccy. He says, “You 
is going with us to the crossing. Lead the way.” Then I gits the quaverment 
powerful bad. I knows I’s a gone nigger. 

I says to them, “I done nothing,” and the big fellow raises his gun and 
says, “Git going, nigger, to that lower crossing, or you'll be a dead nigger.” 

On the way I never says a word, but I’s praying tie good Lord to save this 
nigger. When we reached the crossing, I says to mvself, “This am the end.” 

The little fellow says, “Do you know who IT is?” I says, “No.” 

He says, “I’s Sam Bass.” 

I’s heared of Sam Bass. Everybody had in them days. He was leader of a 
band. 

He says, “We don’t want nobody to know we been here. Which you rather 
be, a dead nigger before or after telling?” 

The big fellow says, “Make a sure job. A dead nigger can’t talk,” and then 
starts raising the gun. 

I wants to talk, but I’s so scared I can’t say one word. 

Then Sam Bass says, “No, no! Let him go,” and then I knows the Lord has 
heared this nigger’s prayers. 

They tells me they’s coming back if I tells, and I promised not to tell. I’s 
scared for a week after that. 

In a few weeks, I hears that Sam Bass is killed at Round Rock. Then I tells. 
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BIRDS AND BEASTS 


Yes, sir, they talk gust like we do, but ’tain’t everybody can understand ‘em. 


ee ES ES Sa a 


I'M BEING TOOK 


You never drive the ox, did you? The mule ain’t stubborn ’side of the ox. 
The ox am stubborn and then some more. One time I’s hauling fence rails, 
and the oxen starts to turn gee when I wants them to go ahead. I calls for 
haw, but they pays this nigger no mind and keeps agwine gee. Then they starts 
to run, and the overseer hollers and asks me, “Where you gwine?” I hollers 
back, “I’s not gwine, I’s being took.” Them oxen takes me to the well for the 
water, ’cause if they gits dry and is near water, they goes in spite of the devil. 


BREAKING THE BALK 


I druv the ox, and driving that ox am agitation work in the summer time 
when it am hot, ’cause they runs for water every time. But the worst trouble 
I ever has is with one hoss. I fotches the dinner to the workers out in the field, 
and I use that hoss, hitched to the two-wheel cart. One day him am halfway and 
that hoss stop. He look back at me, a-rolling the eye, and I knows what that 
mean—‘“Here I stays, nigger.” But I heared to tie the rope on the balky hoss’s 
tail and run it ’twixt he legs and tie to the shaft. I done that and puts some 
cockleburs on the rope, too. Then I touch him with the whip and he gives the 
rear backwards. That he best rear. When he do that, it pull the rope and the 
rope pull the tail and the burs gits busy. That hoss moves forward faster and 
harder than what he ever done ’fore, and he keep on gwine. You see, he am 
trying git way from he tail, but the tail am too fast. Course, it stay right behind 
him. Then I’s in the picklement. That hoss am running away, and I can’t stop 
him. The workers lines up to stop him, but the cart give the shove and that 
pull he tail and, Lordy whoo! that hoss jump forward like the jackrabbit and 
go through that line of workers. So I steers him into the fencerow, and there’s 
no more running but an awful mix-up with the hoss and the cart and the ra- 
tions. That hoss so scared him have the quavers. Master say, “What you 
doing?” I says, “Break the balk.” He say, “Well, yous got everything else 
broke. We'll see ’bout the balk later.” 


THE PARTRIDGE AND THE FOX 


.... A partridge and a fox ’greed to kill a beef. They kilt and skinned it. 
Before they divide it, the fox said, “My wife says send her some beef for soup.” 
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So he took a piece of it and carried it down the hill, then come back and said, 
“My wife wants more beef for soup.” He kept this up till all the beef was gone 
cept the liver. The fox come back, and the partridge says, “Now let’s cook this 
liver and both of us eat it.” The partridge cooked the liver, et its parts right 
quick, and then fell over like it was sick. The fox got scared and said that beef 
is pizen, and he ran down the hill and started brir.ging the beef back. And 
when he brought it all back, he left, and the partricge had all the beef. 


THE TORTOISE AND THE RABBIT 


I want to tell you one story "bout the rabbit. The rabbit and the tortoise had 
a race. The tortoise git a lot of tortoises and put ’em ‘long the way. Ever’ now 
and then a tortoise crawl ‘long the way, and the rabbit say, “How you now, 
Br’er Tortoise?” And he say, “Slow and sure, but my legs very short.” When 
they git tired, the tortoise win ’cause he there, but he never run the race, ‘cause 
he had tortoises strowed out all ‘long the way. The tortoise had other tortoises 
help him. 

FATAL IMITATION 


I ’members the story ‘bout the man what owned the monkey. That monkey, 
he watch and try to do everything a man do. One time a nigger make up he 
mind scare nother nigger, and when nighttime come, he put a white sheet 
over him and sot out for the place that nigger pass. The monkey he seed that 
nigger with the sheet, and he grab the nice white tablecloth and throw it over 
him and he follow the nigger. That nigger, he hear something behind him and 
look round and see something white following him, and he think it a real 
ghostie. Then he took out and run fitten to kill hisself. The monkey he took 
out after that nigger, and when he fall exhausted in he doorway he find out 
that a monkey chasing him, and he want to kill that monkey, but he can’t do 
that, ‘cause the monkey the master’s pet. 

So one day that nigger shaving and the monkey watching him. He know 
right then the monkey try the same thing, so when he gits through shaving he 
turn the razor quick in he hand, so the monkey ain’t seeing him, and draw the 
back of the razor quick ’cross the throat. Sure enough, when he gone, the 
monkey git the bresh and rub the lather all over he face, and the nigger he 
watching through the crack. When that monkey through shaving he draw the 
razor quick ’cross he throat, but he ain’t know for to turn it, and he cut he own 
throat and kill hisself. That what the nigger want him to do, and he feel satisfy 
that the monkey done dead and he have he revengeance. 
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BARNYARD TALK 


Sure—roosters and gobblers can talk. One day there was a turkey hen and a 
lots of little turkeys scratching around a certain place on a hill. The little 
turkeys were heard to say, “Please mam, please mam.” An old gobbler, stand- 
ing and strutting near, cried out, “Get the hell out of here.” The turkey hen 
then moved to another place to feed. 


The rooster will say something, and the hens will listen; then answer him 
back, “Yes.” One day I heard a turkey hen say, “We are poor, we are poor.” 
The old turkey gobbler said, “Well, who in hell can help it.” Yes, sir, they talk 


just like we do, but ’tain’t everybody can understand ’em. 


WHAT THE FOWL SAID 


Us didn’t see no Yankees till they come along after the war was gone, and 
they took Old Mistis’ good hosses and left some poor old mules, and they 
took all us’s corn and didn’t left us nothing to eat in the smokehouse. They 
runned off all the chickens they couldn’t catch, and just ’fore they left, the old 
rooster flewed up on the fence ‘hind the orchard and crow: “1s THE YANKEES 
c-o-0-o-n-E?” And the guinea setting on the lot fence say: “Not yit, not yit,” 


and the old drake what was hid under the house, he say: “Hush-h-h, hush-h-h.” 


WHAT THE BIRDS SAID 


Old lady Abbie looked out for our rations. The mens eat on one side, and 
the gals on t’other side the trough. We eat breakfast when the birds first com- 
mence singing offen the roost. Jay birds’d always call the slaves. They “lowed: 
“It’s day, it’s day,” and you had to git up. There wasn’t no waiting "bout it. The 
whippoorwill say, “Cut the chip out the whiteoak; you better git up to keep 
from gitting a whipping.” Doves say, “Who you is? Who you is?” That’s a 
great sign in a dove. Once people wouldn’t kill doves. Old Marse sure would 
whip you if you did. Dove was first thing that bring something back to Noah 
when the flood done gone from over the land. When freedom come, birds 
change song. One say, “Don’t know what you gwine to do now.” Another one 
"low, “Take a lien, take a lien.” 


WHAT THE HOUNDS SAID 


.... You could hear the hounds all hours of the night....I used to mock 
them hounds. The first hound would say, “Oo-o0-00, he-e-e-e-ere he-e-e-e-€ 
go-o-0-0-oes.” The others would say, “Put ’im up. Put ’im up. Put ’im up. Put 
im up. Put ’im up.” 
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PASTOR AND FLOCK 
They'd pray, “Lord, deliver us from under bondage.” 





WHAT THE PREACHER SAID 


J 


We went to the white folks’ church, so we sit in the back on the floor. They 
allowed us to join their church whenever one got ready to join or felt that the 
Lord had forgiven them of their sins. We told our determination; this is what 
we said: “I feel that the Lord have forgiven me for my sins. I have prayed and 
I feel that I am a better girl. I belong to Master So and So and I am so old.” 
The white preacher would then ask our miss and master what they thought 
about it and if they could see any change. They would get up and say: “I 
notice she don’t steal and I notice she don’t lie as much and I notice she works 
better.” Then they let us join. We served our mistress and master in slavery 
time and not God. 

II 

They had preaching one Sunday for white folks and one Sunday for black 
folks. They used the same preacher there, but some colored preachers would 
come on the place at times and preach under the trees down at the quarters. 
They said the white preacher would say, “You may get to the kitchen of 
heaven if you obey your master, if you don’t steal, if you tell no stories,” etc. 


iil 


The niggers didn’t go to the church building; the preacher came and 
preached to them in their quarters. He’d just say, “Serve your masters. Don’t 
steal your master’s turkey. Don’t steal your master’s chickens. Don’t steal your 
master’s hogs. Don’t steal your master’s meat. Do whatsomever your master 
tells you to do.” Same old thing all the time. 


IV 


When Grandma was fourteen or fifteen years old, they locked her up in the 
seedhouse once or twice for not going to church. You see, they let the white 
folks go to the church in the morning and the colored folks in the evening, and 
my grandma didn’t always want to go. She would be locked up in the seed bin, 
and she would cuss the preacher out so he could hear her. She would say, 
“Master, let us out.” And he would say, “You want to go to church?” And she 
would say, “No, I don’t want to hear that same old sermon: ‘Stay out of your 
missus’ and master’s henhouse. Don’t steal your missus’ and master’s chickens. 
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Stay out of your missus’ and master’s smokehouse. Don’t steal your missus’ and 
master’s hams.’ I don’t steal nothing. Don’t need to tell me not to.” 

She was telling the truth, too. She didn’t steal because she didn’t have to. She 
had plenty without stealing. She got plenty to eat in the house. But the other 
slaves didn’t git nothing but fat meat and corn bread and molasses. And they 
got tired of that same old thing. They wanted something else sometimes. 
They’d go to the henhouse and get chickens. They would go to the smoke- 
house and get hams and lard. And they would get flour and anything else 
they wanted, and they would eat something they wanted. There wasn’t no way 
to keep them from it. 

V 

One time when an old white man came along who wanted to preach, the 
white people gave him a chance to preach to the niggers. The substance of his 
sermon was this: 

“Now when you servants are working for your masters, you must be honest. 
When you go to the mill, don’t carry along an extra sack and put some of the 
meal or the flour in for yourself. And when you women are cooking in the big 
house, don’t make a big pocket under your dress and put a sack of coffee and 
a sack of sugar and other things you want in it.” 

They took him out and hanged him for corrupting the morals of the slaves. 


GOD GOT A CLEAN KITCHEN TO PUT YOU IN 


There wasn’t no church on the plantation where I stay. Had preaching in 
Mr. Ford’s yard sometimes, and then another time the slaves went to white 
people’s church at Bear Swamp. Boss tell slaves to go to meeting ’cause he say 
he pay the preacher. Dean Ears, white man, gave out speech to the slaves one 
day there to Nichols. Slaves sat in gallery when they go there. He tell them to 
obey they master and missus. Then he say, “God got a clean kitchen to put you 
in. You think you gwine be free, but you ain’t gwine be free long as there an 
ash in Ashpole Swamp.” White folks complain bout the slaves getting two 
sermons and they get one. After that, they tell old slaves not to come to church 
till after the white folks had left. That never happen till after the war was over. 


TWO WAYS OF PREACHING THE GOSPEL 


I been preaching the gospel and farming: since slavery time. I jined the 
church ’most 83 years ago when I was Major Gaud’s slave, and they baptizes me 
in the spring branch close to where I finds the Lord. When I starts preaching 
I couldn’t read or write and had to preach what Master told me, and he say tell 
them niggers iffen they obeys the master they goes to Heaven; but I knowed 
there’s something better for them, but daren’t tell them ‘cept on the sly. That I 
done lots. I tells em iffen they keeps praying, the Lord will set ’em free. 
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EVERY KIND OF FISH IS CAUGHT IN A NET 


Sunday morning he preached “Every kind of fish is caught in a net.”.... 
Parson sure told ‘em ’bout it. He say, “First, they catch the crawfish, and that 
fish ain’t worth much; anybody that gets back from duty or one which says ] 
will and then won’t is a crawfish Christian.” Then he say, “The next is a mud- 
cat; this kind of a fish likes dark trashy places. When you catch em, you won't 
do it in front water; it likes back water and wants to stay in mud. That’s the 
way with some people in church. You can’t never get them to the front for 
nothing. You has to fish deep for them. The next one is the jellyfish. It ain’t got 
no backbone to face the right thing. That the trouble with our churches today. 
Too many jellyfishes in ’em. Next,” he say, “is the goldfish—good for nothing 
but to look at. They is pretty. That the way folks is. Some of them go to church 
just to sit up and look pretty to everybody. Too pretty to sing; too pretty to say 
Amen!” That what the parson preached Sunday. Well, I’m a full-grown man 
and a full-grown Christian, praise the Lord. Yes’m, parson is a real preacher. 


THEY’D PRAY 


My master used to ask us children, “Do your folks pray at night?” We said 
“No,” cause our folks had told us what to say. But the Lord have mercy, 
there was plenty of that going on. They'd pray, “Lord, deliver us from under 
bondage.” 


MASTER FRANK HAS COME THROUGH 


We went to church all the time. We had both white and colored preachers. 
Master Frank wasn’t a Christian, but he would help build brush-arbors for us 
to have church under, and we sure would have big meetings, I'll tell you. 

One day Master Frank was going through the woods close to where niggers 
was having church. All on a sudden he started running and beating hisself and 
hollering, and the niggers all went to shouting and saying, “Thank the Lord, 
Master Frank has done come through!” Master Frank after a minute say, “Yes, 
through the worst of ’em.” He had run into a yellow jackets’ nest. 


DAMN POOR PREACHER 


I never went to school a day in my life. I learned my ABC’s after I was nine- 
teen years old. I went to night school, then to a teacher by the name of Nelse 
Otom. I was the first nigger to join the church on this side of the Mason and 
Dixie line. During slavery we all joined the white folks’ church, set in the 
back. After slavery in 1866 they met in conference and motioned to turn all of 
the black sheep out then. There was four or five they turned out here and four 
or five there, so we called our preacher, and I was the first one to join. Old 


Master asked our preacher what we paid him to preach to us. We told him old 
shoes and clothes. Old Master says, “Well, that’s damn poor pay.” Our preacher 
says, “And they got a damn poor preacher.” 


BOOTS OR NO BOOTS 


Once when Master Gilliam took one of his slaves to church at old Tranquil, 
he told him that he mustn’t shout that day—said he would give him a pair of 
new boots if he didn’t shout. About the middle of services, the old nigger 
couldn’t stand it no longer. He jumped up and hollered: “Boots or no boots, I 
gwine to shout today.” 


METHODIST DOGS AND BAPTIST DOGS 
Master John had a big fine bird dog. She was a mammy dog, and one day she 


found six puppies out in the harness-house. They was ’most all girl puppies, so 
Master gwine drown ’em. I axed him to give ’em to me, and pretty soon the 
missus sent me to the postoffice, so I put the puppies in a basket and took ’em 
with me. Dr. Lyles come by where I was setting, and he say, “Want to sell 
them pups, Siney ?” I tell him, “Uh-huh.” Then he say, “What ’nomination is 
they?” I tell him, “They’s Methodist dogs.” He didn’t say no more. "Bout a 
week after that Old Missus sent me to the postofhice again, so I took my basket 
of puppies. Sure ’nough, ‘long come Dr. Lyles, and he say, “Siney, see you still 
ain’t sold them pups.” I say, “No, sir.” Then he axed me again what ’nomina- 
tion they belong to. I told him they was Baptist dogs. He say, “How come? 
You told me last week them was Methodist pups.” Ha! Ha! Bless God! Look 
like he had me. But I say, “Yes, sir, but you see, Doctor, they got their eyes 
open since then.” He laugh and go on down to his newspaper office. 
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THE POWER 


There 1s some born under the power of the Devil and have the power to put 
injury and misery on people, and some born under the power of the Lord for 
to do good and overcome the evil power. 


A POCKET FULL OF CONJURE THINGS 


Us children hang round close to the big house, and us have a old man that 
went round with us and look after us, white children and black children, and 
that old man was my great grand-daddy. Us sure have to mind him, ’cause 
iffen we didn’t, us sure have bad luck. He always have the pocket full of things 
to conjure with. That rabbit foot, he took it out, and he work that on you till 
you take the creeps and git shaking all over. Then there’s a pocket full of fish 
scales, and he kind of squeak and rattle them in the hand, and right then you 
wish you was dead and promise to do anything. Another thing he always have 
in the pocket was a little old dry-up turtle, just a mud turtle "bout the size of a 
man’s thumb, the whole thing just dry up and dead. With that thing he say he 
could do ‘most anything, but he never use it iffen he ain’t have to. A few times 
I sced him git all tangle up and bothered, and he go off by hisself and sot down 
in a quiet place, take out this very turtle and put it in the palm of the hand 
and turn it round and round and say something all the time. After while he git 
everything untwisted, and he come back with a smile on he face and maybe 
whistling. 

OLD BAB, THE CONJURE MAN 


Little pinch o’ pepper, 
Little bunch o’ wool. 


Mumb! edy—mumbledy. 


Two, three Pammy Christy beans, 
Little piece 0’ rusty iron. 


Mumbledy—mumbledy. 


Wrop it in a rag and tie it with hair, 
Two from a hoss and one from a mare. 


Mumbledy, mumbledy, mumbledy. 


Wet it in whiskey 

Boughten with silver; 

That make you wash so hard your sweat pop out, 
And he come to pass, sure! 
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That’s how the niggers say Old Bab Russ used to make the hoodoo hands he 
made for the young bucks and wenches, but I don’t know, ’cause I was too 
trusting to look inside the one he make for me, and anyways I lose it, and it no 
good nohow! 

Old Bab Russ live about two mile from me, and I went to him one night at 
midnight and ask him to make me the hand. I was a young strapper about 
sixteen years old, and thinking about wenches pretty hard and wanting some- 
thing to help me out with the one I liked best. 

Old Bab Russ charge me four bits for that hand, and I had to give four bits 
more for a pint of whiskey to wet it with, and it wasn’t no good nohow! 

Course that was five-six years after the war. I wasn’t yet quite eleven when 
the war close. Most all the niggers was farming on the shares, and whole lots 
of them was still working for their old master yet. Old Bab come in there from 
deep South Carolina two-three years before, and live all by himself. The gal 
I was worrying about had come with her old pappy and mammy to pick cotton 
on the place, and they was staying in one of the cabins in the settlement, but 
they didn’t live there all the time. 

I don’t know whether I believed in conjure much or not in them days, but 
anyways I tried it that once, and it stirred up such a rumpus everybody called 
me “Hand” after that until after I was married and had a pack of children. 

Old Bab Russ was coal black, and he could talk African or some other un- 
known tongue, and all the young bucks and wenches was mortal ’fraid of him! 

Well sir, I took that hand he made for me and set out to try it on that gal. 
She never had give me a friendly look even, and when I would speak to her 
polite she just hang her head and say nothing! 

We was all picking cotton, and I come along up behind her and decided to 
use my hand. I had bought me a pint of whiskey to wet the hand with but 
I was scared to take it out of my pocket and let the other niggers see it, so I just 
set down in the cotton row and taken a big mouthful. I figured to hold it in 
my mouth until I catched up with that gal and then blow it on the hand just 
before I tech her on the arm and speak to her. 

Well, I take me a big mouthful, but it was so hot and scaldy it just slip right 
on down my throat! Then I had to take another, and when I was gitting up I 
kind of stumbled and it slip down, too! 

Then I see all the other get ’way on ahead, and I took another big mouth- 
ful—the last in the bottle—and drap the bottle under a big stalk and start 
picking fast and holding the whiskey in my mouth this time. I missed about 
half the cotton I guess, but at last I catch up with the rest and git close up 
behind that purty gal. Then I started to speak to her, but forgot I had the 
whiskey in my mouth and I lost most of it down my neck and all over my chin, 
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and then I strangles a little on the rest, so as when I went to squirt it on the 
hand I didn’t have nothing left to squirt but a little spit. 

That make me a little nervous right then, but anyways I step up behind 
that gal and lay my hand on her arm and speak polite and start to say some- 
thing, but I finish up what I start to say laying on my neck with my nose 
shoved up under a cotton stalk about four rows away! 

The way that gal lam me across the head was a caution! We was in new 
ground, and she just pick up a piece of old root and whopped me right in the 
neck with it! 

That raise such a laugh on me that I never say nothing to her for three-four 
days, but after while I gets myself wound up to go see her at her home. | 
didn’t know how she going to act, but I just took my foot in my hand and 
went on over. 

Her old pappy and mammy was asleep in the back of the room on a pallet, 
and we set in front of the fireplace on our haunches and just looked at the fire 
and punched it up a little. It wasn’t cold, but the malary fog was thick all 
through the bottoms. 

After while I could smell the whiskey soaked up in that hand I had in my 
pocket, and I was scared she could smell it too. So I just reached in my pocket 
and teched it for luck, then I reached over and teched her arm. She jerked it 
back so quick she knocked over the churn and spilled buttermilk all over the 
floor! That make the old folks mad, and they grumble and holler and told 
the gal, “Send that black rapscallion on out of here!” But I didn’t go. 

I kept on moving over closer and she kept on backing away, but after while I 
reach over and put my hand on her knee. All I was going to do was say some- 
thing, but I sure forgot what it was the next minute, ’cause she just whinnied 
like a scared hoss and give me a big push. I was setting straddledy-legged on 
the floor, and that push sent me on my head in the hot ashes in the far corner 
of the chimney! 

Then the old man jump up and make for me and I make for the door! It was 
dark, all ’cepting the light from the chimney, and I fumble all up and down the 
door jamb before I find the latch pin. The old man surely git me if he hadn’t 
stumble over the eating table and whop his hand right down in the dish 
of fresh-made butter. That make him so mad he just stand and holler and 
cuss. 

I git the pin loose and jerk the door open so quick and hard I knock the 
powder gourd down what was hanging over it, and my feet git caught in the 
string. The stopper gits knocked out, and when I untangle it from my feet and 
throw it back in the house it fall in the fireplace. 

I was running all the time, but I hear that gourd go “Blammity blam!” and 
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then all the yelling, but I didn’t go back to see how they git the hot coals all put 
out what was scattered all over the cabin! 

I done drap that hand, and I never did see it again. Never did see the gal but 
two-three times after that, and we never mention about that night. Her old 
pappy was too old to work, so I never did see him neither, but she must of told 
about it because all the young bucks called me “Hand” after that for a long 
time. 

Old Bab kept on trying to work his conjure with the old niggers, but the 
young ones didn’t pay him much mind ’cause they was hearing about the 
Gospel and the Lord Jesus Christ. We was all free then, and we could go and 
come without a pass, and they was always some kind of church meeting going 
on close enough to go to. Our niggers never did hear about the Lord Jesus until 
after we was free, but lots of niggers on the other plantations had masters that 
told them all about Him, and some of them niggers was pretty good at preach- 
ing. Then the good church people in the North was sending white preachers 
amongst us all the time too. Most of the young niggers was Christians by that 
time. 

One day Old Bab was hoeing in a field and got in a squabble about something 
with a young gal name Polly, same name as his wife. After while he git so mad 
he reach up with his fingers and wet them on his tongue and point straight up 
and say, “Now you got a trick on you! There’s a heavy trick on you now! Iffen 
you don’t change your mind you going pass on before the sun go down!” 

All the young niggers looked like they want to giggle but afraid to, and the 
old ones start begging Old Bab to take the trick off, but that Polly git her dander 
up and take in after him with a hoe! 

She knocked him down, and he just laid there kicking his feet in the air 
and trying to keep her from hitting him in the head! 

Well, that kind of broke up Bab’s charm, so he set out to be a preacher. The 
Northern whites was paying some of the Negro preachers, so he tried to be 
one too. He didn’t know nothing about the Bible but to shout loud, so the 
preacher board at Red Mound never would give him a paper to preach. Then 
he had to go back to tricking and trancing again. 

One day he come in at dinner and told his wife to git him something to eat. 
She told him they ain’t nothing but some buttermilk, and he says give me some 
of that. He hollered around till she fix him a big ash cake, and he ate that and 
she made him another and he ate that. Then he drunk the rest of the gallon of 
buttermilk and went out and laid down on a tobacco scaffold in the yard and 
nearly died. 

After while he just stiffened out and looked like he was dead, and nobody 
couldn’t wake him up. ’Bout forty niggers gathered round and tried, but it 
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done no good. Old Mammy Polly got scared and sent after the white judge, old 
Squire Wilson, and he tried, and then the white preacher, Reverend Dennison, 
tried, and old man Gorman tried. He was a infidel, but that didn’t do no good. 

By that time it was getting dark, and every nigger in a square mile was 
there, looking on and acting scared. Me and my partner who was a little bit 
cripple but mighty smart come up to see what all the rumpus was about, and 
we was just the age to do anything. 

He whispered to me to let him start it off and then me finish it while he got 
a head running start. I ast him what he talking about. 

Then he fooled round the house and got a little ball of cotton and soaked it in 
kerosene from a lamp. It was a brass lamp with a hole and a stopper in the side 
of the bowl. Wonder he didn’t burn his fool head off! Then he sidle up close 
and stuck that cotton tween Old Bab’s toes. Old Bab had the biggest feet I ever 
sce, too. 

‘Bout that time I lit a corn shuck in the lamp and run out in the yard and 
stuck it to the cotton and just kept right on running! 

My partner had a big start, but I catch up with him and we lay down in the 
bresh and listened to everybody hollering and Old Bab hollering louder than 
anybody. Old Bab moved away after that. 


HOODOO 


My wife was sick, down, couldn’t do nothing. Someone got to telling her 
about Cain Robertson. Cain Robertson was a hoodoo doctor in Georgia. They 
[say] there wasn’t nothing Cain couldn’t do. She says, “Go and see Cain and 
have him come up here.” 

I says, “There ain’t no use to send for Cain. Cain ain’t coming up here be- 
cause they say he is a ‘two-head’ nigger.” (They called all them hoodoo men 
“two-head” niggers; I don’t know why they called them two-head). “And you 
know he knows the white folks will put him in jail if he comes to town.” 

But she says, “You go and get him.” 

So I went. 

I left him at the house, and when I came back in, he said, “I looked at your 
wife and she had one of them spells while I was there. I’m afraid to tackle this 
thing because she has been poisoned, and it’s been going on a long time. And 
if she dies, they'll say I killed her, and they already don’t like me and looking 
for an excuse to do something to me.” 

My wife overheard him and says, “You go on, you got to do something.” 

So he made me go to town and get a pint of corn whiskey. When I brought 
it back he drunk a half of it at one gulp, and I started to knock him down. I'd 
thought he’d get drunk with my wife lying there sick. 

Then he said, “I’ll have to see your wife’s stomach.” Then he scratched it, 
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and put three little horns on the place he scratched. Then he took another 
drink of whiskey and waited about ten minutes. When he took them off her 
stomach, they were full of blood. He put them in the basin in some water and 
sprinkled some powder on them, and in about ten minutes more he made me 
get them and they were full of clear water and there was a lot of little things 
that looked like wiggle tails swimming around in it. 

He told me when my wife got well to walk in a certain direction a certain 
distance, and the woman that caused all the trouble would come to my house 
and start a fuss with me. 

[ said, “Can’t you put this same thing back on her?” 

He said, “Yes, but it would kill my hand.” He meant that he had a curing 
hand and that if he made anybody sick or killed them, all his power to cure 
would go from him. 

I showed the stuff he took out of my wife’s stomach to old Doc Matthews, 
and he said, “You can get anything into a person by putting it in them.” He 
asked me how I found out about it, and how it was taken out, and who did it. 

T told him all about it, and he said, “I’m going to see that that nigger prac- 
tices anywhere in this town he wants to and nobody bothers him.” And he did. 


THE CONJURE THAT DIDN’T WORK 
They was pretty good to us, but old Mr. Buck Brasefield, what had a planta- 


tion ’jining us’n, was so mean to his’n that ’twa’n’t nothing for ’em to run away. 
One nigger, Rich Parker, runned off one time, and whilst he gone he seed a 
hoodoo man, so when he got back Mr. Brasefield took sick and stayed sick two 
or three weeks. Some of the darkies told him, “Rich been to the hoodoo doc- 
tor.” So Mr. Brasefield got up outen that bed and come a-yelling in the field, 
“You thought you had old Buck, but by God he rose again.” Them niggers was 
so scared they squatted in the field just like partridges, and some of ’em whis- 


pered, “I wish to God he had-a died.” 


CURED BY PRAYER 


I’m puny and no count. Ain’t able to do much. But I was crippled. I had a 
hurting in my leg, and I couldn’t walk without a stick. Finally, one day I 
went to go out and pick some turnips. I was visiting my son in Palestine. My 
leg hurt so bad that I talked to the Lord about it. And it seemed to me, He said, 
“Put down your stick.” I put it down, and I ain’t used it since. I put it down 
right there, and I ain’t used it since. God is a momentary God. God knowed 
what I wanted and He said, “Put down that stick,” and I ain’t been crippled 
since. It done me so much good. Looks like to me when I get to talking about 
the Lord, ain’t nobody a stranger to me. 
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I KNOW IT WAS A SIGN 


Mama had done sent me out to feed the chickens soon of a morning. Here 
was the smokehouse, and there was a turkey in a coop. And when I throwed 
it the feed, I heard something sounded just like you was dragging a brush over 
leaves. It come around the corner of the smokehouse and look like a tall 
woman. It kept on going toward the house till it got to the hickory nut tree 
and still sound like dragging a brush. When it got to the hickory nut tree, it 
changed and look like a man. I looked and I said, “It’s Old Master.” And the 
next day he got killed. I run to the house and told Mama, “Look at that man.” 
She said, “Shut your mouth, you don’t see no man.” Old Miss heard and said, 
“Who do you suppose it could be?” But Mama wouldn’t let me talk. 

But I know it was a sign that Old Master was going to die. 


HE IS A GOOD GOD 


My folks lived in South Carolina and belonged to Colonel Bob Beatty and 
his family. 

If I should lay down tonight I could tell when my folks were going to die, 
because the Lord would tell me in a vision. 

Just before my grandmother died, I got up one morning and told my aunt 
that Gran’ma was dead. Aunt said she did not want me telling lies. 

Then I saw another aunt laying on the bed, and she had her hand under her 
jaw. She was smiling. The house was full of people. After awhile they heard 
that my aunt was dead too, and after that they paid attention to me when | 
told them somebody was going to die. 

I’s a member of the Holiness Church. I believes step up right and keep the 
faith. 

I seen my aunt walking up and down on a glass. The Lord tells me in a 
vision to step right up and see the faith. 

I am living in Jesus. He is coming to Pine Bluff soon. He is going to separate 
the lions from the sheep. 

I was born in slavery times. I ’member folks riding around on horses. 

Them days I used to wash my mistis’ feet and legs, and sometimes I would 
fall asleep against my mistis’ knees. I tells the young fry to give honor to the 
white folks, and my preacher tell ’em to obey the white folks, that they are our 
best friends, they is our dependence, and it would be hard getting on if we 
didn’t have ’em to help us. 

Me and my husband moved into a house that a man, Uncle Bill Hearn, died 
in, and we wanted that house so bad we moved right in as soon as he was 
taken out. We ate supper and went to bed. 

By the time we got to sleep we heard sounds like someone was emptying 
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shelled corn, and I hunched up under my husband scared to death and then 
moved out the next day. The dead haven’t gone to Heaven. When death comes, 
he comes to your heart. He has your number and knows where to find you. 
He won't let you off, he has the key. 

Death comes and unlocks the heart and twists the breath out of that heart 
and carries it back to God. 

Nobody has gone to heaven, no one can get past Jesus until the day of His 
redemption, which is Judgment Day. 

We can’t pass the door without being judged. On the day of resurrection the 
trumpet will sound, and us will wake up out of the graveyard and come forth 
to be judged. The sea shall give up its dead. Every nation will have to appear 
before God and be judged in a twinkling of an eye. If you aren’t prepared 
before Jesus comes, it will be too late. God is everywhere, He is the almighty. 
God is a nice God, He is a clean God, He is a good God. I would be afraid to tell 
you a lie for God would strike me down. 

Eight years ago I couldn’t see. I wore specs three years. I forgot my specs one 
morning. I prayed for my eyesight, and it was restored that morning. 

Our master was a good man. The overseers sometimes was bad, but they did 
not let masters know how they treated their girl slaves. My grandmother was 
whipped by the overseers one time, it made welts on her back. My sister Mary 
had a child by a white man. 

To get joy in the morning, get up and pray and ask Him to bless you. God 
will feed all alike, He is no respecter of persons. He shows no extra favors 
twixt the rich and the poor. 


THE POWER 


I’s born a slave, 93 years ago, so of course I ’members the war period. Like all 
the other slaves I has no chance for education. Three months am the total time 
I’s spent going to school. I teached myself to read and write. I’s anxious to larn 
to read so I could study and find out about many things. That I has done. 

There am lots of folks, and educated ones, too, what says we-uns believes in 
superstition. Well, it’s cause they don’t understand. "Member the Lord, in 
some of His ways, can be mysterious. The Bible says so. There am some things 
the Lord wants all folks to know, some things just the chosen few to know, 
and some things no one should know. Now, just ’cause you don’t know ’bout 
some of the Lord’s laws, ’tain’t superstition if some other person understands 
and believes in such. 

There is some born to sing, some born to preach, and some born to know the 
signs. There is some born under the power of the devil and have the power to 
put injury and misery on people, and some born under the power of the Lord 
for to do good and overcome the evil power. Now, that produce two forces, like 


36 


fire and water. The evil forces starts the fire, and I has the water force to put 
the fire out. 

How I Jarnt such? Well, I’s done larn it. It come to me. When the Lord gives 
such power to a person, it just comes to ‘em. It am 40 years ago now when I’s 
first fully realize that I has the power. However, I’s always interested in the 
working of the signs. When I’s a little pickaninny, my mammy and other folks 
used to talk about the signs. I hears them talk abovt what happens to folks 
‘cause a spell was put on them. The old folks in them days knows more about 
the signs that the Lord uses to reveal His laws than the folks of today. It am 
also true of the colored folks in Africa, they native land. Some of the folks 
laughs at their beliefs and says it am superstition, but it am knowing how the 
Lord reveals His laws. 

Now, let me tell you of something I’s seen. What am seen, can’t be doubted. 
It happens when I’s a young man and before I’s realize that I’s one that am 
chosen for to show the power. A mule had cut his leg so bad that him am 
bleeding to death, and they couldn’t stop it. An old colored man live near there 
that they turns to. He comes over and passes his hand over the cut. Before long 
the bleeding stop and that’s the power of the Lord working through that 
nigger, that’s all it am. 

I knows about a woman that had lost her mind. The doctor say it was 
caused from a tumor in the head. They took an X-ray picture, but there’s no 
tumor. They gives up and says it’s a peculiar case. That woman was took to 
one with the power of the good spirit, and he say it’s a peculiar case for them 
that don’t understand. This am a case of the evil spell. Two days after, the 
woman had her mind back. 

They’s lot of those kind of cases the ord’nary person never hear about. You 
hear of the case the doctors can’t understand, nor will they ’spond to treatment. 
That am ’cause of the evil spell that am on the persons. 

‘Bout special persons being chosen for to show the power, read your Bible. 
It says in the book of Mark, third chapter, “And He ordained twelve, that they 
should be with Him, that He might send them forth to preach and to have the 
power to heal the sick and to cast out devils.” If it wasn’t no evil in people, why 
does the Lord say, “Cast out such”? And in the fifth chapter of James, it further 
say, “If any am sick, let him call the elders. Let them pray over him. The 
prayers of faith shall save him.” There ‘tis again. Faith, that am what counts. 

When I tells that I seen many persons given up to die, and then a man with 
the power comes and saves such person, the: it’s not for people to say it am su- 
perstition to believe in the power. 

Don’t forgit—the agents of the devil have the power of evil. They can put 
misery of every kind on people. They can make trouble with the work and with 
the business, with the family and with the health. So folks must be on the watch 
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all the time. Folks has business trouble ’cause the evil power have control of ’em. 
They has the evil power cast out and save the business. There am a man in 
Waco that come to see me ’bout that. He say to me everything he try to do in 
the last six months turned out wrong. It starts with him losing his pocketbook 
with $50 in it. He buys a carload of hay, and it catch fire, and he lost all of it. 
He spends $200 advertising the three-day sale, and it begin to rain, so he lost 
money. It sure am the evil power. 

“Well,” he say, “that am the way it go, so I comes to you.” 

I says to him, “It’s the evil power that have you control and we-uns shall cause 
it to be cast out.” It’s done, and he has no more trouble. 

You wants to know if persons with the power for good can be successful in 
casting out devils in all cases? Well, I answers that, yes and no. They can in 
every case if the affected person have the faith; if the party not have enough 
faith, then it am a failure. 

Wearing the coin for protection ’gainst the evil power? That am simple. Lots 
of folks wears such, and they uses mixtures that am sprinkled in the house, and 
such. That am a question of faith. If they has the true faith in such, it works. 
Otherwise, it won’t. 
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HANTS 


I don’t know whether there's hants or not, but I's sure heard things I couldn't 
see. 


OO ae an a a ae he ae i le lel 


BLOW, GABRIEL, BLOW 


But I’m a believer, and this here voodoo and hoodoo and spirits ain’t nothing 
but a lot of folks outen Christ. Hants ain’t nothing but somebody died outen 
Christ and his spirit ain’t at rest, just in a wandering condition in the world. 

This is the evil spirit what the Bible tells about when it say a person has got 
two spirits, a good one and a evil one. The good spirit goes to a place of happi- 
ness and rest, and you don’t see it no more, but the evil spirit ain’t got no place 
to go. Its dwelling place done tore down when the body died, and it’s just a- 
wandering and a-waiting for Gabriel to blow his trump, then the world gwine 
to come to an end. But when God say, “Take down the silver mouth trump and 
blow, Gabriel,” and Gabriel say, “Lord, how loud shall I blow?” then the Lord 
say, “Blow easy, Gabriel, and calm, not to ‘larm my lilies.” The second time 
Gabriel say, “How loud must I blow, Lord?” Then the Lord say, “Blow it as 
loud as seven claps of thunder all added into one eecho, so as to wake up them 
damnable spirits sleeping in the graveyards what ain’t never made no peace 
with they God, just a-laying there in they sins.” 

But the Christian Army, it gits up with the first trump, and them what is 
deef is the evil ones what anybody can see any time. I ain’t scared of ’em, 
though. I passes ’em and goes right on plowing, but iffen you wants ’em to git 
outen your way, all you got to do is just turn your head least bit and look back. 
They gone just like that! When my first wife died "bout thirty years ago, I was 
going up to Gaston to see Sara Drayden, old Scot Drayden’s wife, and I took 
out through Kennedy Bottom "bout sundown right after a rain. I seed some- 
thing a-coming down the road ’bout that high, ’bout size a little black shaggy 
dog, and I says, “What’s that I sees coming down the road? Ain’t nobody round 
here got no black shaggy dog.” It kept a-coming and kept a-gitting bigger and 
bigger and closer and closer, and time it got right to me twas as big as a half- 
growed yearling, black as a crow. It had fou: eet and drop ears, just like a dog, 
but ’twa’n’t no dog. I knows that. Then he shy out in the bushes, and he come 
right back in the road, and it went on the way I was coming from, so I went on 
the way it was coming from. I ain’t never seed that thing no more. But I’s got a 
pretty good notion "bout who it ‘twas. 
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JOSH AND THE LORD 


A old man named Josh, he pretty old and notionate. Every evening he squat 
down under a oak tree. Marse Smith, he slip up and hear Josh praying, “Oh, 
God, please take poor old Josh home with you.” Next day, Marse Smith wrop 
heself in a sheet and git in the oak tree. Old Josh come ‘long and pray, “Oh, 
God, please come take poor old Josh home with you.” Marse say from top the 
tree, “Poor Josh, I’s come to take you home with me.” Old Josh, he riz up and 
seed that white shape in the tree, and he yell, “Oh, Lord, not right now. I 
hasn’t git forgive for all my sins.” Old Josh, he just shaking and he dusts out 
there faster than a wink. That broke up he praying under that tree. 


BUT IT WAS A FAST MULE 


Green Hale and Isham Mathews belonged to New Hope Church, and the 
Rev. Bird Hall pastored there. They axed me down to hear him preach 
one night, and us three, me and Green and Isham, was riding along side and 
side. I’s riding a mule, but it was a fast mule, and Green couldn’t keep up, and 
Isham said: “Somebody been hunting.” I looked up and ’twas a sapling right 
‘cross the road. He said, “Fellow oughten leave nothing like that. When the 
moon git low, it him him in the face.” The moon was straight up and down 
then, and I said: “That’s right,” and I’s teiling you the truth, that sapling just 
riz up, turned around in the air, and the brush part tickled my mule and 
Isham’s horse in the face. If you ever seed ’em buck and rare and jump up, they 
sure did. Then they took off down the road, and we didn’t hold ’em back, and 
here come Green. We left him behind, ’cause his mule couldn’t keep up. If 
you ever heard a man pray more earnester than old Green, I ain’t! He come 
down the road a-yelling: “Lord, us live together, let us die together.” He meant 
for us to wait on him, but I couldn’t hold that mule, and I wa’n’t trying to hold 
him! I was gitting away from there! 

When us come together, us was a mile from where us done been, then us 
had to decide what to do. Isham said for us to go with him, and Green said no, 
us nearer to his house; but us wa’n’t near to nobody and I was so scared, hadn’t 
been for Alice, I’d-a just stayed right where us was till sun-up. I said, “No, 
every man better take care his own self,” and us did. When I got home, I didn’t 
take nothing off that mule but myself. I just left him standing at the door with 
the saddle on. What scared Green so was a man, he said, what was riding right 
‘side him and didn’t have no head! "T'was a good thing he didn’t tell me that 
then. I’d just naturally drop dead! 


THE PHANTOM RIDER 


No’m, I don’t exactly believes in ghosties, but I heared Mr. Marshall Lee say 
he was riding on home one night and a woman stepped out in the road and 
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say: “Marshall, let me ride.” He say: “My hoss won’t tote double.” She say: 
“Yes, it will,” and she jump up behind him, and that hoss bucked and jumped 
nigh ’bout from under him, but when he got home, she wa’n’t there. He say 
his sister had just died and it mought been her. 


JOSH, BLOW YOUR HORN 


And I can tell you something else. It’s just like I say, I’s always been a hunter, 
and one night I went down in the post oak woods hunting by myself. This is a 
fact; ’tain’t no lie. It’s what I done. I had a mighty good dog, and I just kept 
walking and walking, and I got mighty nigh to Mr. Redhead Jim Lee's place, 
and I walked on and after a while I seed I'd lost my dog. I couldn’t see him 
nowhere, and I couldn’t hear him nowheres; and then something say to me, 
just like this: “Josh, blow your horn!” Just like that, like somebody talking to 
me. Well, I give three loud, long blows and set there awhile longer, but that 
dog didn’t come. Course I knowed he’d come sometime, and so I just set there 
on that log, and I just turned a fool, I reckon, but ’twas just like somebody 
talking to me, like it peared to me was whispering: “Josh, you out here in 
these woods by yourself. You blowed that horn and your enemy heard you. 
You’s a fool, you is.” And I whispered back: “That’s a fact.” I couldn’t hear 
what it was a-whispering to me, but us just talk back to one another, and *bout 
that time I look up and here come three men riding on new saddles with shiny 
buckles gwine “squeechy, squeechy,” just like that. I hear the horses’ feet just 
as natural as could be. I thought sure I seed ’em, and it ’pears to look clean out 
of reason, but them men come riding on up to me, and I jump over that log 
and lay down flat on the other side, and it look like I could sce right through 
that log and heared ’em say: “There he is, there he is,” and I seed ’em pointing 
they finger right where I was. I knowed them horses gwine to step over the log 
on top me, and I’s telling you the truth, I jump up from ‘hind that log and run 
‘bout two miles, and if it hadn’t been for that slough, I don’t know where I’d- 
a went. I come to myself in the middle of that water, up to here, waist high, 
and there was my dog, old Cuba, done treed a possum. 


OLD JOE IS OVER THERE GETTING ’SIMMONS 
AND CHOPPING WOOD 


There was another hant on the plantation, too. Marse Jim had some trouble 
with a big double-jinted nigger named Joe. One day he turn on Marse Jim with 
a fence rail, and Marse Jim had to pull his gun and kill him. Well, that happen 
in a skirt of woods where I get my lightwood what I use to start a fire. One day 
I went to them same woods to get some ’simmons. Another nigger went with 
me, and he clumb the tree to shake the simmons down whilst I be picking em 
up. Fore long I heared another tree shaking; every time us shake our tree, that 
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other tree shake too, and down come the ’simmons from it. I say to myself, 
“That’s Joe, ’cause he likes ’simmons too.” Then I grab up my basket and holler 
to the boy in the tree, “Nigger, turn loose and drap down from there, and catch 
up with me if you can. I’s leaving here right now, ‘cause Old Joe is over there 
getting ’simmons too.” 

Then another time I was in the woods chopping lightwood. It was ’bout 
sundown, and every time my ax go “whack” on the lightwood knot, I hear 
another whack ’sides mine. I stops and listens and don’t hear nothing. Then 
I starts chopping again—I hears the other whacks. By that time my hound dog 
was crouching at my feets, with the hair standing up on his back, and I couldn’t 
make him git up nor budge. 

This time I didn’t stop for nothing. I just drap my ax right there, and me 
and that hound dog tore out for home lickety split. When us got there Marse 
Jim was setting on the porch, and he say: “Nigger, you been up to something 
you got no business. You is all outen breath. Who you running from?” Then 
I say: “Marse Jim, somebody ’sides me is chopping in your woods, and J can’t 
see him.” And Marse Jim, he say: “Ah, that ain’t nobody but Old Joe. Did he 
owe you anything?” And I say; “Yes, sir, he owe me two bits for helping him 
shuck corn.” “Well,” Marse Jim say, “don’t pay him no mind; it just Old Joe 
come back to pay you.” 

Anyhow, I didn’t go back to them woods no more. Old Joe can just have 
the two bits what he owe me, ’cause I don’t want him follering round after me. 
When he do I can’t keep my mind on my business. 


RENFROE’S TREE 


I never heard many ghost yarns ’cept ‘bout the chinaberry tree where they 
hung Mr. Steve Renfroe. He was “lected High Sheriff that time they got all the 
niggers to go to the circus ’stead of going to the ‘lection. He a fine-looking man 
and ride a big white horse and everybody like him a lot ’cept the carpetbaggers 
and bothersome niggers. No matter where, if he meet one of ’em, he look ’em 
square in the eye for a minute, then ’bout all he say would be, “Get to hell outen 
here!” And man, iffen they could fly, that would be too slow traveling for ‘em, 
getting outen the country. But after while he got in trouble ‘bout money mat- 
ters. They say he got color blind, couldn’t tell his money from the county’s. So 
they ’rest him and put him in jail, but he bust right out and run off. After while 
he sneak back, and ’cause his Ku Klux friends wouldn't help him outen the 
trouble when he got back in jail, he give ’em away and tell what their name 
was. One night a gang took him outen the Livingston jail and go ’bout a mile 
outen town and hang him to a chinaberry tree. I’s heard iffen you go to that 
tree today and kinda tap on it and say, “Renfroe, Renfroe, what did you do?” 
the tree say right back at you, “Nothing.” 
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THE HANTS OF BASKIN LAKE 


When the war began and my father went to war, my mother left Helena and 
came here. She run off from the Grissoms. They whipped her too much, those 
white folks did. She got tired of all that beating. She took all of us with her. 
All six of us children were born before the war. I was the fourth. 

There is a place down here where the white folks used to whip and hang the 
niggers. Baskin Lake they call it. Mother got that far. I don’t know how. I 
think that she came in a wagon. She stayed there a little while, and then she 
went to Churchill’s place. Churchill’s place and John Addison’s place is close 
together down there. That is old time. Them folks is dead, dead, dead. 
Churchill’s and Addison’s places joined near Horse Shoe Lake. They had hung 
and burnt people—killed ’em and destroyed ’em at Baskin Lake. We stayed 
there about four days before we went on the Churchills’ place. We couldn’t stay 
there long. 

The hants—the spirits—bothered us so we couldn’t sleep. All them people 
that had been killed there used to come back. We could hear them tipping 
round in the house all the night long. They would blow out the light. You 
would cover up, and they would git on top of the cover. Mama couldn’t 
stand it; so she come down to General Churchill’s place and made arrange- 
ments to stay there. Then she came back and got us children. She had an old 
man to say there with us until she come back and got us. We couldn’t stay 
there with them hants dancing round and carrying us a merry gait. 


ALEX COMES HOME 


Do I member any hant stories? Well, we’d sit round the fire in the winter- 
time and tell ghost stories till us children ’fraid to go to bed at night. Iffen I can 
‘lect, P'll tell you one. This story am bout a old, haunted house, a big, old house 
with two front rooms down and two front rooms up and a hall running from 
back to front. In back am the little house where Alex, Master’s boy what kept 
he horse, stay. 

This big house face the river. Old Master go to war and never come back no 
more. Old Miss just wait and wait, till finally they all say she am weak in the 
head. Every day she tell the niggers to kill the pig, that Master be home today. 
Every day she fix up in the Sunday best and wait for him. It go on like that 
for years and years, till Old Miss am gone to be with Old Master, and the 
niggers all left, and there am just the old house left. 

One day long time after freedom Alex come back, and he hair turned white. 
He go up the river to the old plantation to tell Old Miss that Old Master gone 
to he Heavenly Home, and won’t be back to the old place. He come up to the 
old house, and the front gate am offen the hinges and the grass high as he 
head, and the blinds all hanging sideways and rattle with the wind. They ain’t 


43 


no lightning bug and no crickets on the fireplace, just the old house and the 
wind a-blowing through the window blinds and moaning through the trees. 

Old Alex so broke up he just sot down on the steps and fore he knowed it 
he’s asleep. He saw Old Master and hisself gwine to war, and Old Master am 
on he white horse and [ wearing] he new gray uniform what the women make 
for him, and the band am playing Dixie. Old Alex seed hisself riding the little 
roan pony by Old Master’s side. Then he dream of after the battle when he look 
for Old Master and finds him and he horse lying side by side, done gone to 
where there ain’t no more war. He buries him, and—then the thunder and 
lightning make Alex wake up and he look in Old Miss’s room and there she am, 
just sitting in her chair, waiting for Old Master. Old Alex go to talk with her, 
and she fade ’way. Alex stay in he little old cabin and waiting to tell Old Miss, 
and every time it come rain and lightning she always sot in her chair and go 
‘way fore he git in her room. So Old Alex finally goes to sleep forever, but he 
never left he place of watching for Old Miss. 

The white folks and niggers what live in them days wouldn’t live in that big 
old house, so it am call the “hanted house by the river.” It stands all ‘lone for 
years and years, till the new folks from up North come and tore it down. 


BUT SHE WAS AFRAID 


Yes’m, I believes in hants. Let me tell you something. My mama seen my 
daddy after he been dead a long time. He come right up through the crack 
by the fireplace and he said, “Don’t you be afraid, Emmaline”; but she was 
a-going. They had to sing and pray in the house fore my mama would go 
back, but she never seen him again. 


GHOST TALK 
J 


I was out in the hills west of town, walking along the banks of a little creek, 
when I heard a voice. Queer like. I called out, “Who is that talking?” and I 
hears it again. 

“Go to the white oak tree and you will find ninety thousand dollars!” That's 
what I hear. I look around, nobody in sight, but I see the tree. A big white oak 
tree standing taller than all the rest roundabout. 

Under the tree was a grave. An old grave. I scratch around but finds no 
money and thinks of getting some help. 

I done some work for a white man in town and told him about the voice. He 
promised to go with me, but the next day he took two white mens and dug 
around the tree. Then he says they was nothing to find. 

To this day I know better. I know wherever they’s a ghost, money is around 
some place! That’s what the ghost comes back for. 
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Somebody dies and leaves buried money. The ghost watches over it till it sees 
somebody: it likes. Then the ghost shows himself—lets know he’s around. 
Sometimes the ghost tells where is the money buried, like that time at Russel- 
ville. 

That ain’t the only ghost I’ve seen or heard. I see one around the yard where 
Tis living now. A woman. Some of these times she’ll tell me where the buried 
money is. 

Maybe the ghost woman thinks I is too old to dig. But I been a-digging all 
these long years. For a bite to eat and a sleep-under cover. 

I reckon pretty soon she’s going to tell where to dig. When she does, then old 
Uncle John won’t have to dig for the eats no more! 


II 


There am only one way to best the ghost, and it am call the Lord and He will 
banish ’em. Some folks don’t know how to best ’em, so they gits tantalized 
bad. There a man call Everson, and he been the slave. The ghost come and tell 
him to go dig in the graveyard for the pot of gold, and to go by himself. But he 
am ’fraid of the graveyard and didn’t go. So the ghost ’pears ’gain, but that man 
don’t go till the ghost come the third time. So he goes, but he takes two other 
men with him. 

Everson digs ‘bout five feet, where the ghost tolt him to, and he spade hit the 
iron box. He prises the cover off and that box am full of the gold coins, fives 
and tens and twenties, gold money, a whole bushel in that box. He hollers to 
the two men, and they comes running, but by the time they gits there, the 
box am sunk and all they can see is the hole where it go down. They digs and 
digs, but it ain’t no use. If him hadn’t taken the men with him, him be rich, 
but the ghost didn’t want them other men there. 


MARSE GLENN’S MONEY 


Marse Glenn had sixty-four slaves. On Saturday night, the darkies would 
have a little fun on the side. A way off from the big house, down in the pasture, 
there was about the biggest gully what I is ever seed. That was the place where 
us collected ’most every Saturday night for our little mite of fun from the white 
folks’ hearing. Sometime it was so dark that you could not see the fingers on 
your hand when you would raise it fore your face. Them was sure screech 
nights, the screechiest what I is ever witnessed in all of my born natural days. 
Then, of course, there was the moonlight ni,ats when a darky could see; then 
he see too much. The pasture was big, and the trees made dark spots in it on 
the brighest nights. All kind of varmints took and hollered at you as you be 
gwine along to reach that gully. Course us would go in droves sometime, and 
then us would go alone to the gully sometime. When us started together, look 
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like us would git parted "fore we reach the gully all together. One of us see 
something and take to running. Maybe the other darkies in the drove, they 
wouldn’t see nothing just then. That’s exactly how it is with the spirits. They 
mought show theyself to you and not to me. They acts real queer all the way 
round. They can take a notion to scare the daylights outen you when you is 
with a gang, or they can scare the whole gang; then, on the other hand, they 
can show theyself off to just two or three. It ain’t never no knowing as to how 
and when them things is gwine to come in your path right ‘fore your very 
eyes; specially when you is partaking in some real dark secret where you is 
planned to act real soft and quiet-like all the way through. 

Them things be’s light on dark nights; they shines theyself just like these 
electric lights does out there in that street every night, ’cept they is a scared 
weary light that they shines with. On light nights, I is seed them look, first dark 
like a tree shadow; then they gits real scary white. "Taint no use for white 
folks to ‘low that it ain’t no hants and grievements that follows ye all 
around, ’cause I is done had too many ’speriences with them. Then there is 
these young niggers what ain’t fit to be called darkies, that tries to act edu- 
cated, and says that it ain’t any spirits that walks the earth. When they ‘lows 
that to me, I rolls my old eyes at them and axes them how comes they runs so 
fast through the woods at night. Yessirree, them fool niggers sees them just as 
I does. Really, the white folks doesn’t have eyes for such as we darkies does; 
but they be’s there just the same. 

Never minding all of that, we used to steal our hog every Saturday night 
and take off to the gully where us’d git him dressed and barbecued. Niggers 
has the mostest fun at a barbecue that there is to be had. As none of our gang 
didn’t have no ’ligion, us never felt no scruples ‘bout not getting the ’cue ready 
‘fore Sunday. Us’d git back to the big house along in the evening of Sunday. 
Then Marse, he come out in the yard and ‘low, “Where was you niggers this 
morning? How come the children had to do the work round here?” Us would 
tell some lie bout gwine to a church ‘ciety meeting. But we got real scared and 
’most ’cided that the best plan was to do away with the barbecue in the holler. 
Conjuring Doc say that he done put a spell on Old Marse so that he was be- 
lieving everything that us told him "bout Saturday night and Sunday morning. 
That give our minds ’lief; but it turned out that in a few weeks the marse come 
out from under the spell. Doc never even knowed nothing ’bout it. Marse had 
done got to counting his hogs every week. When he cotch us, us was all pun- 
ished with a hard long task. That cured me of believing in any conjuring and 
charming, but I still knows that there is hants; ‘cause every time you goes to 
that gully at night, up to this very day, you can hear hogs still grunting in it, 
but you can’t see nothing. 

After Marse Glenn took and died, all of the white folks went off and left 
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the plantation. Some more folks that was not of quality come to live there and 
run the plantation. It was done freedom then. Wa’n’'t long ’fore them folks 
pull up and left real unexpected-like. I doesn’t recollect what they went by, that 
is done slipped my mind; but I must have knowed. But they ‘lowed that the 
house was too drafty and that they couldn’t keep the smoke in the chimney and 
that the doors would not stay shut. Also they ‘lowed thut folks prowled around 
in the yard in the nighttime a-keeping them awake. 

Then Marse Glenn’s boys put Mammy in the house to keep it for ’em. But 
Lord God! Mammy said that the first night she stayed there the hants never let 
her git not nary mite of sleep. Us all had “lowed that was the real reason them 
white folks left out so fast. When Mammy could not live in that big house 
where she had stayed for years, it wa’n’t no use for nobody else to try. Mammy 
‘low that it the Marse a-looking for his money what he done took and buried 
and the boys couldn’t find no sign of it. After that, the sons took and tacked a 
sign on the front gate, offering $200 to the man, white or black, that would 
stay there and find out where that money was buried. Our preacher, the Rev- 
erend Wallace, ‘lowed that he would stay there and find out where that money 
was from the spirits. He knowed that they was trying to show the spot where 
that money was. 

He went to bed. A dog began running down them steps; and a black cat 
run across the room that turned to white before it run into the wall. Then a 
pair of white horses come down the stairway a-rattling chains for harness. Next 
a woman dressed in white come in that room. Brother Wallace up and lit out 
that house, and he never went back no more. 

Another preacher tried staying there. He said he gwine to keep his head 
covered plumb up. Something uncovered it, and he seed a white goat 
aprinning at him. But as he was a brave man and trust the Lord, he ‘lowed, 
“What you want with me nohow?” The goat said, “What is you doing here? 
Raise, I knows that you ain’t ’sleep.” The preacher say, “I wants you to tell me 
where Old Marse done took and hid that money.” The goat grin and ’low, 
“How come you don’t look under your pillar, sometime ?” Then he run away. 
The preacher hopped up and looked under the pillar, and there was the money 
sure ’nough. ’Pears like it was the one on the left end of the back porch, but I 
disremembers bout that. 


THE SHINING SHOVEL 


Me and Wade Carlisle was possum hunting one night in the fall when the 
dogs bedded a possum in a grave. We dug down and got the possum. He was 
that big and fat and his hair was so shiny and pretty that we ‘lowed that he the 
finest possum we had cotch that fall. 

Just then, Wade struck the box that the dead man was a-lying in. Just as he 
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did that, a light jumped outen that grave right in front of us and all over 
Wade’s shovel. Our two dogs took and run and holler and stick they tails 
betwixt they legs like somebody a-whipping them. Them dogs never stopped 
running and howling till they reached home, me and Wade right behind 
them. Wade had that possum in his hand. That light now and then jump 
right in front of us. I hollered, “Wade, for the Lord in Heaven’ sake, drap that 
possum.” He drapped it, and we run till we got home. Wade still had that 
shovel—or was it a axe—I just don’t recollects which. Anyway, he still had it in 
his hand; and when I looked at it, it was still shining. I pinted my finger at it, 
‘cause I was that scared that no words wouldn’t come from my mouth. Wade 
throwed it in the wood pile, and we run in the house with it still shining at us. 

I stayed there all night, and I ain’t never been hunting in no graveyard at 
night since that; and if the good Lord give me the sense I is got now, I ain’t 
never gwine to do it no more. 

It ain’t no good a-’sturbing dead folks. All before that I is heard it gits you 
in bad, and now since then I knows it. 


THE PETRIFIED MAN 


There’s one thing I wants to tell you bout old Marse John. Him was ’suaded 
by the Hamptons to buy a big plantation in Mississippi. Him go out there to 
raise cattle, race horses, cotton, sugar cane, and niggers. When him die, after 
so long a time they take him out of his grave. The Harrisons done built a long, 
big, rock family vault in the graveyard here to put all the dead of the family 
name in. Well, what you reckon? Why, when that coffin reach Ridgeway, and 
they find it mighty heavy for just one man’s body, they open it and find Marse 
John’s body done turned to solid rock. What you think of that? And what you 
think of this? They put him in the vault in the summertime. That fall a side 
show was going on in Columbia, showing a petrified man. You had to pay 
twenty-five cents to go in and see it. The show leave and go up North. Bout 
Christmas, the family go together to the vault, open it, and bless God, that rock 
body done got up and left that vault. What you think bout that? What people 
say ? Some say one thing, some say another. Niggers all ‘low, “Marse John done 
rose from the dead.” White folks say: “Somebody done stole that body of 
Marse John and making a fortune out of it, in the side show line.” 
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ANECDOTES 


Uncle Joshua was once asked a great question. It was: “If you had to be blown 
up, which would you choose, to be blown up on the railroad or on the steam- 
boat?” “Well,” said Uncle Joshua, “I don’t want to be blowed up no way; but 
if I had to be blowed up I would rather be blowed up o2 the railroad, because, 
you see, tf you ts blowed up on the railroad, there you is, but if you ts blowed up 
on the steamboat, where is you?” 


THE ROOSTER TEST 


One time Master missed some of his money, and he didn’t want to ’cuse 
nobody, so he ’cided he would find out who had done the devilment. He put a 
big rooster in a coop with his head sticking out. Then he called al! the niggers 
“up to the yard and told ’em somebody had been stealing his money, and that 
everybody must get in line and march round that coop and touch it. He said 
.that when the guilty ones touched it the old rooster would crow. Everybody 
: . touched it ‘cept one old man and his wife; they just wouidn’t come nigh that 
‘ .. coop where that rooster was a-looking at everybody out of his little red eyes. 
Master had that old man and woman searched and found all the money 

' * what had been stole. 

THE STOLEN COLT 


I know that some people can tell things that are going to happen. Old man 
Julks lived at Pumpkin Bend. He had a colt that disappeared. He went to 
Aunt Caroline—that’s Caroline Dye. She told him just where the colt was and 
who had it and how he had to get it back. She described the colt and told him 
that was what he come to find out about before he had a chance to ask her 
anything. She told him that white people had it and told him where they lived 
and told him he would have to have a white man go and git it for him. He 
was working for a good man, and he told him about it. He advertised for the 
colt, and the next day the man that stole it came and told him that a colt had 
been found over on his place and for him to come over and arrange to git it. 
But he said, “No, I’ve placed that matter in the hands of my boss.” He told his 
boss about it, but the fellow brought the horse and give it to the boss without 


any argument. 
THE PEDDLER AND THE PONY 


One time a peddler come to our house, and after supper he goes to see ‘bout 
his pony. Pa done feed that pony fifteen ears of corn. The peddler tell Master 
his pony ain’t been fed nothing, and Master git mad and say, “Be on your way 
iffen you gwine ’cuse my niggers of lying.” 
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HOPPING JOHN 


My father belonged to Judge Prioleau and was trained to wait on the table 
from the time he was a boy; and this is how he nearly got a whipping. His 
master like hopping John,’ and there was some cold on the table—you know 
hopping John? His master told him to “heat it”; he thought his master said 
“eat it,” so he took it out and sat down and eat it. When he went back, his 
master asked him where was the hopping John. Paris say he eat it. His master 
was mad after waiting all that time—and say he should have a whipping. But 
Mistress say, “Oh, no, he is young and didn’t understand”; so he never got 


the whipping. 


THE LORD HAD CALLED HIM TO PREACH 


We all went to church every Sunday. We would go to the white folks’ church 
in the morning and to our church in the evening. Bill McWilliams, Old Mas- 
ter’s oldest boy, didn’t take much stock in church. He owned a nigger named 
Bird, who preached for us. Bill said, “Bird, you can’t preach, you can’t read. 
How on earth can you get a text out of the Bible when you can’t even read? 
How’n hell can a man preach that don’t know nothing?” Bird told him the 
Lord had called him to preach and He’d put the things in his mouth that he 
ought to say. One night Bill went to church, and Bird preached the hair- 
raisingest sermon you ever heard. Bill told him all right to go and preach, 
and he gave Bird a horse and set him free to go anywhere he wanted to and 


preach. 
THE LORD TELLS ME WHEN IT’S RIGHT 


Us house servants was taught to read by the white folks, but my grand- 
mammy, Alvain Hunter, that didn’t have no learning but that knowed the 
Bible backwards and forwards, made us study. When me and my brother was 
learning outen the blue-black speller she say: 

““How’s that? Go over it.” 

Then we would laugh and answer, “How you know? You can’t read.” 

“Just don’t sound right. The Lord tell me when it’s right. You-all can’t fool 
me, so don’t try.” 


IF YOU DO, THEY WILL KILL ME 


There was an old white man used to come out and teach Papa to read the 
Bible. 

Papa said, “Ain’t you ’fraid they'll kill you if they see you?” 

The old man said, “No, they don’t know what I’m doing, and don’t you tell 
‘em. If you do, they will kill me.” 


* Cowpeas, with or without rice, boiled with bacon or pork. 
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BOSOM AND NO SHIRT 


In slavery, when the patrollers rode up and down the roads, once a nigger 
boy stole out to see his gal, all dressed up to kill. The patrollers found him at his 
gal’s house and started to take off his coat so they could whip him; but he said, 
“Please don’t let my gal see under my coat, ’cause I got on a bosom and no 
shirt.”? 


MASTER SURE MADE A MESS OF THINGS THAT TIME 


.... Lom Mitchell, a slave, sassed Master. Master told him he would not 
whup him, but he would sell him. Tom’s brother, Henry, told him if he was 
left he would run away, so Master sold both. He carried ’em to Richmond to 
sell °em. He sold ’em on the auction block there, >way down on Broad Street. 
When they put Tom on the auction block, they found Tom had a broken leg, 
and Master didn’t git much for him. He wanted to git enough for these two 
grown settled men to buy two young men. Tom was married. He was sold 
from his wife and children. Master did not git enough for ’em to pay for these 
two young boys. He had to pay the difference in money. The boys were "bout 
twenty-one or twenty-two years old. When Master got back with ’em, the 
overseer told him he had ruined his plantation. The boys soon become sick with 
yellow fever, and both died. They strowed it round, and many died. Master 
sure made a mess of things that time. 


NO MORE HANGINGS 


Me and Old Man Zack went to a hanging one time. Both of us clambed up 
into a tree so that we could look down on the transaction from a better angle. 
The man, I means the sheriff, let us go up there. He let some more niggers 
clamb up in the same tree with us. The man that was being hung was called 
Alf Walker. He was a mulatto, and he had done kilt a preacher, so you see 
they was hanging him for his wickedness, sure as you born they was. 

While me and Zack up in that tree a-witnessing that transaction, ’pears like 
we become more acquainted with one another than we had ever been since us 
knowed one another. 

Sheriff ‘lowed, “You is got only fifteen minutes to live in. What has you got 
to say?” Alf got up and talked by giving a lecture to folks about being lawful 
citizens. He give a lecture also to young folks who he ‘lowed that was not in 
such condition as he was. He talk:ng to them ’bout obeying the parents and 
staying at home. Me and Zack exchange glances and Zack ‘low, “Alf ain’t 
never stayed at home none since he been big enough to tramp over the country, 


* The custom was to wear a stiff white bosom held up around the neck when no shirt was on. 
This gave the appearance of a shirt. 
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and he up there fixing to git his neck broke for his wariness, and trying to tell 
us good folks young and old how us should act. Now ain’t he something to be 
a-telling us what to do!” | 

Finally, Alf had done talked his time out, and the sheriff ‘low, “Now you is 
only got two minutes, what does you want?” 

Alf hollered, “Mr. Sheriff, lemme shake hands with somebody.” Sheriff say 
everybody that wishes to may shake his hand. Me and Zack stayed up in that 
tree, but some of the niggers went up and shaked hands with Alf. 

Time out! You coulda heard a pin drap. I could hear my breath a-coming. 
I got scared. Zack looked real ashy. Nobody on the ground moved, just stayed 
real quiet and still. Noose drapped over the man’s neck and tightened. Some- 
one moved the block from under his foots. That jerked him down. Whoop! 
All them in the tree fell out ’cept me and Zack, they was so scared. Alf Walker 
wasn’t no more. Me and Zack sot up in that tree as if it hadn’t took no ’fect on 
us a-tall. All the other folks got ’fected. Zack tickled me when he saw me 
studying. He ‘low, “You act awful hard-hearted.” I ‘low, “That man telling 
us how to do just now. And there he is hanged. Us still a-setting in this tree, 
ain’t we? We ain’t never wanting to see no more hangings, is we, Zack?” Zack 
‘low that we ain’t. 

LOSING THE BABY 


The funniest thing that ever happened to me was when I was a real young 
gal. Master and Miss Julie was going to see one of his sisters that was sick. 
I went along to take care of the baby for Miss Julie. The baby was about a year 
old. I had a bag of clothes and the baby to carry. I was riding a pacing mule, 
and it was plumb gentle. I was riding along behind Master Frank and Miss 
Julie, and I went to sleep. I lost the bag of clothes and never missed it. Pretty 
soon I let the baby slip out of my lap, and I don’t know how far I went before 
I nearly fell off myself, and just think how I felt when I missed that baby! I 
turned around and went back and found the baby setting in the trail sort of 
crying. He wasn’t hurt a mite as he fell in the grass. I got off the mule and 
picked him up and had to look for a log so I could get back on again. 

Just as I got back on Master Frank rode up. He had missed me and come 
back to see what was wrong. I told him that I had lost the bag of clothes, but 
I didn’t say anything about losing the baby. We never did find the clothes and 
I sure kept awake the rest of the way. I wasn’t going to risk losing that precious 
baby again! I guess the reason he didn’t cry much was because he was a Indian 
baby. He was sure a sweet baby though. 


JUST LIKE IT WAS HER OWN 


. .». One of the babies had to take goat’s milk. When she cry, my mistress say, 
“Cheney, go on and git that goat.” Yes, Lord! And that goat sure did talk 
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sweet to that baby! Just like it was her own. She look at it and wag her tail so 
fast and say: “Ma-a-a-a-a.” Then she lay down on the floor whilst us holds her 
feets and let the baby suck the milk. All the time that goat be’s talkin’, 
“Ma-a-a-a-a,” till that baby got satisfied. 


COLDY 


My mother had eight children to feed. After the Emancipation she had to 
hustle for all of them. She would go up to work—pick cotton, pull corn, or 
whatnot—and when she came home at night she had an old dog she called 
“Coldy.” She would go out and say, “Coldy, Coldy, put him up.” And a little 
later, we would hear Coldy bark, and she would go out and Coldy would have 
something treed. And she would take whatever he had—possum, coon, or 
whatnot—and she would cook it, and we would have it for breakfast the next 
morning. 

Mother used to go out on neighboring farms, and they would give her the 
scraps when they killed hogs and so on. One night she was coming home with 
some meat when she was attacked by wolves. Old Coldy was along and a little 
yellow dog. The dogs fought the wolves, and while they were fighting, she 
slipped home. Next morning Old Coldy showed up cut almost in two where 
the wolves had bitten him. We bandaged him up and took care of him. And 
he lived for two or more years. The little yellow dog never did show up no 
more. Mother said that the wolves must have killed and eaten him. 


THE QUILTS THAT PINCHED 


Now I'll tell you another incident. This was in slave times. My mother was a 
great hand for nice quilts. There was a white lady had died, and they were 
going to have a sale. Now this is true stuff. They had the sale, and Mother went 
and bought two quilts. And let me tell you, we couldn’t sleep under em. What 
happened? Well, they’d pinch your toes till you couldn’t stand it. I was just a 
boy and I was sleeping with my mother when it happened. Now that’s straight 
stuff. What do I think was the cause? Well, I think that white lady didn’t want 
no nigger to have them quilts. I don’t know what Mother did with ’em, but 
that white lady just wouldn’t let her have ‘em. 


INDIANS DON’T TELL 


Mother worked with a white woman. Mother was full-blood Indian herself. 
The woman’s husband got to dealing with his daughter. She had three babies 
in all. They said they put them up in the ceiling, up in a loft. This old man got 
mad with Bob Young and burnt his gin. Mother seen him slipping around. 
They ask her, but she wouldn’t tell on him, for she didn’t see him set it on fire. 
They measured the tracks. He got scared mother would tell on him. One night 
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a colored man on the place come over. Her husband was gone somewhere and 
hadn’t got home. She was cooking supper. They heard somebody but thought 
it was a pig come around. Hogs run out all time. The step was a big limestone 
rock. She opened the door and put the hot lid of the skillet on it to cool. Stood it 
up sideways. Then they heard a noise at that door. It was pegged. So she went 
along with the cooking. It wasn’t late. He found a crack at the side of the stick 
and dirt chimney, put the muzzle of the gun in there and shot her through her 
heart. The man flew. She struggled to the edge of the bed and fell. The children 
was asleep, and I was afraid to move. The moon come up. I couldn’t get her on 
the bed. I put a pillow under her head and a quilt over her, but I didn’t think 
she was dead. The baby cried in the night. I was so scared I put the 8-months- 
old baby down under there to nurse. It nursed. She was dead then, I think now. 
When 4 o'clock come it was daylight. The little brother said, “I know what’s 
the matter, our mama’s dead.” I went up to Mr. Bob Young’s. He brought the 
coroners. I was so young I was afraid they was going to take us to jail. I asked 
little brother what they said they was going to do. He said, “They are going to 
bury mama in a heep [deep] hole.” They set out after her husband and chased 
him clear off. They thought he shot her by him not coming home that night 
and her cooking supper for him. 

This white man left and went to Texas. His wife said the best woman in 
Decatur had been killed. They put him on the gallows for killing his daugh- 
ter’s babies, three of them, and putting them in the loft. He told how he killed 
mother. He had murdered four. He was afraid mother would tell about him. 
She knowed so much. She didn’t tell. Indians don’t tell. She was with his girl 
when the first baby was born, but she thought it died and she thought the girl 
come home visiting, so his wife said she had told her to keep her from telling. 
It was a bad disgrace. His wife was a good, humble, kind woman. 


SHE PRAYED FOR FREEDOM 


Aunt Jane Peterson, old friend of mine, come to visit me nearly every year 
after she got so old. She told me things took place in slavery times. She was in 
Virginia till after freedom. She had two girls and a boy with a white daddy. 
She told me all about how that come. She said no chance to run off or ever get 
off, you had to stay and take what come. She never got to marry till after 
freedom. Then she had three more black children by her husband. She said she 
was the cook. Old Master say, “Jane, go to the lot and get the eggs.” She was 
scared to go and scared not to go. He’d beat her out there, put her head between 
the slip gap where they let the hogs into the pasture from the lot down back of 
the barn. She say, “Old Missus whip me. This ain’t right.” He’d laugh. Said she 
bore three of his children in a room in the same house his family lived in. She 
lived in the same house. She had a room so as she could build fires and cook 
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breakfast by four o’clock sometimes, she said. She was so glad freedom come on 
and soon as she heard it she took her children and was gone, she said. She had 
no use for him. She was scared to death of him. She learned to pray and prayed 
for freedom. She died in Cold Water, Mississippi. She was so glad freedom 
come on before her children come on old enough to sell. Part white children 
sold for more than black children. They used them for house girls. 


THE SON WHO MARRIED HIS MOTHER 


A man once married his ma and didn’t know it. He was sell from her when 
‘bout eight years old. When he grow to a young man, slavery then was over, 
he met this woman who he like and so they were married. They was married 
a month when one night they started to tell of their experiences and how 
many times they was sold. The husband told how he was sold from his mother 
who liked him dearly. He told how his ma faint when they took him away 
and how his master then use to brand his baby slaves at a year old. When he 
showed her the brand she faint ’cause she then realize that she had married her 
son. 


BUT I CAN KILL YOU 


My papa was strong. He never had a licking in his life. He helped the master, 
but one day the master says, “Si, you got to have a whopping,” and my poppa 
says, “I never had a whopping and you can’t whop me.” And the master says, 
“But I can kill you,” and he shot my papa down. My mama took him in the 
cabin and put him on a pallet. He died. 


A BARREL OF MOLASSES 


Green my brother, took me to Miss Mary Ann Roscoe when Mama died. She 
was my ma’s owner. I stayed there till Green died. A whole lot of boys was 
standing around and bet Green he couldn’t tote that barrel of molasses a cer- 
tain piece. They helped it up and was to help him put it down and give him 
five dollars. That was late in the evening. He let the barrel down, and a ball 
as big as a goose egg of blood come out of his mouth. The next day he died. 
Master got Dr. Blevins quick as he could ride there. He was mad as he could 
be. Dr. Blevins said it weighed eight hundred pounds. It was a hogshead of 
molasses. Green was much of a man. He wasa giant. Dr. Blevins said they had 
killed a good man. Green was good and so strong. I never could forget it. Green 
was my standby. 


BUZZARD ROOST 


Dr. Bell’s calves got out and did not come back for a long time. Mrs. Bell 
feared that they was gitting wild, so she sent the milk girl down on the creek 
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to git them calves. That girl had a time, but she found ’em and drove ’em back 
to the lot. The calves give her a big chase and jumped the creek near a big raft 
of logs that had done washed up from freshets. All over them logs she saw 
possums, muskrats and buzzards a-setting around. She took her stick and 
drove them all away, with them buzzards puking at her. When they had left, 
she seed Uncle Alex laying up there half et up by all them varmints. 

She knowed that it must be him. When she left, them buzzards went back 
to their perch. First thing they done was to lap up their own puke before they 
started on Uncle Alex again. Yes sir, that’s the way turkey buzzards does. They 
pukes on folks to keep them away, and you can’t go near ’cause it be’s so nasty; 
but them buzzards don’t waste nothing. Little young buzzards looks like 
down till they gits over three days old. You can go to a buzzard roost and see 
for yourself, but you sure better stay outen the way of the old buzzard’s puke. 
They sets around the little ones and keeps everything off by puking. 

Pacolet used to be called Buzzard Roost, ’cause in the old days they had a 
rail outside the barroom that the drunks used to hang over and puke in a gully. 
The buzzards would stay in that gully and lap up them drunkards’ puke. One 
night a old man went in a drunkard’s sleep in the barroom. The bartender 
shoved him out when he got ready to close, and he rolled up against this here 
rail that I am telling you about. He ‘lowed that next morning when he woke up, 
two buzzards was setting on his shirt front eating up his puke. He said, “You 
is too soon,” and grabbed one by the leg and wrung his head off. But before he 
could get his head wrung off it had done puked his own puke back on him. 
He said that was the nastiest thing he ever got into, and that he never drunk 
no more liquor. Them days is done past and gone, and it ain’t nobody hardly 
knows Pacolet used to be called Buzzard Roost. 


JIGGING CONTEST 


Master always wanted to help his colored folks live right, and my folks 
always said the best time of they lives was on the old plantation. He always 
‘ranged for parties and such. Yes, sir, he wanted them to have a good time, but 
no foolishment, just good, clean fun. There am dancing and singing mostest 
every Saturday night. He had a little platform built for the jigging contests. 
Colored folks comes from all around, to see who could jig the best. Sometimes 
two niggers each put a cup of water on the head and see who could jig the 
hardest without spilling any. It was lots of fun. 

I must tell you ‘bout the best contest we ever had. One nigger on our place 
was the jigginest fellow ever was. Everyone round tries to git somebody to best 
him. He could put the glass of water on his head and make his feet go like 
triphammers and sound like the snaredrum. He could whirl round and such, 
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all the movement from his hips down. Now it gits noised round a fellow been 
found to beat Tom and a contest am ’ranged for Saturday evening. There was 
a big crowd and money am bet, but Master bets on Tom, of course. 

So they starts jigging. Tom starts easy and a little faster and faster. The 
other fellow doing the same. They gits faster and faster, and that crowd am 
a-yelling. Gosh! There am ‘citement. They just keep a-gwine. It look like Tom 
done found his match, but there am one thing yet he ain’t done—he ain’t made 
a whirl. Now he does it. Everybody holds he breath, and the other fellow starts 
to make the whirl and he makes it, but just a spoonful of water sloughs out his 
cup, so Tom am the winner. 


SNIPE HUNTING 


Grown boys didn’t want us children going ‘long possum hunting with ’em, 
so all right, they took us way off ’crost the fields till they found a good thick 
clump of bushes, and then they would holler out that there was some moughty 
fine snipes round there. They made us hold the poke open so the snipes could 
run in. Then they blowed out their lightwood knot torches, and left us children 
holding the poke whilst they went on hunting possums. 


RED FLANNEL 


Granny Judith said that in Africa they had very few pretty things, and that 
they had no red colors in cloth, in fact they had no cloth at all. Some strangers 
with pale faces come one day and drapped a small piece of red flannel down on 
the ground. All the black folks grabbed for it. Then a larger piece was drapped 
a little further on, and on until the river was reached. Then a large piece was 
drapped in the river and on the other side. They was led on, each one trying 
to git a piece as it was drapped. Finally, when the ship was reached, they 
drapped large pieces on the plank and up into the ship till they got as many 
blacks on board as they wanted. Then the gate was chained up, and they could 
not get back. That is the way Granny Judith say they got her to America. Of 
course, she did not even know that the pieces was red flannel or that she was 
being enticed away. They just drapped red flannel to them like us draps corn 
to chickens ta git them on the roost at night. 

When they got on board the ship, they were tied until the ship got to sea; 
then they was let loose to walk about ’cause they couldn’t jump overboard. On 
the ship they had many strange things to eat, and they liked that. They was 
give enough red flannel to wrap around themselves. She liked it on the boat. 
Granny Judith born Millie, and Millie born me. No, I ain’t never had no desire 
to go to Africa, ‘cause I gwine to stay where I is. 
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TRAIN GOING TO AFRICA 


How come I here? When I was fourteen years old my family heard how fine 
this state was and moved to Helena. I lived at Moro and Cotton Plant. Then, 
the way I come here was funny. A man come up there and say a free train was 
coming to go back to Africa. All who wanted to go could go. My pa sold out 
bout all we had, and we come here like they say. No train come yet going to 
Africa as I seed. My pa give the white man $5 to pay for the train. Tom Watson 
was one of em too. He was a sorta leader ’mong ’em wanting to go back. Well, 
when the day come that the train due to start everybody come to the depot 
where the train going to stop. There was a big crowd. Yes, mam, dressed up, 
and a little provisions and clothes fixed up. Just could take along a little. They 
say it would be crowded so. We stayed around here a week or two waiting to 
hear something or be ready to go. "Most everybody stayed pretty close to the 
depot for two or three days. Yes, mam, there sure was a crowd—a whole big 
train full from here, ’sides the other places. I just stayed here and been here ever 
since. The depot agent, he told ’em he didn't know ‘bout no train going to 
Africa. The tickets was no good on his trains. 


ASKING OUR AGE 


I think I was "bout twelve years old when freedom come. We used to ask 
Old Missus how old we was. She’d say, “Go on, if I tell you how old you is, 
your parents couldn’t do nothing with you. Just tell folks you was born in 
slavery times!” Gramma wouldn’t tell me neither. She’d say, “You hush, you 
wouldn’t work if you knowed how old you is.” 


TELLING THEM OFF 


.... White folks come to me sometimes about all that. 

You just ought to hear me answer them. I tells them about it just like I would 
colored folks. 

“Them your teeth in your mouth?” 

“Whose you think they is? Certainly they’re my teeth.” 

“Ain’t you sorry you free?” 

“What I’m going to be sorry for? I ain’t no fool.” , 

“How old is your” 

I tells them. Some of em want to argué with me and say I ain’t that old. Some 
of ’em say, “Well, the Lord sure has blessed you.” Sure He’s blessed me. Don’t 
I know that? 
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PART TWO 


Long Remembrance 


I's sure glad to tell you all 1 ’'members, but that am a long ’membrance. 





Like most old people, the ex-slave lives in the past and takes a peculiar 
pleasure in recapturing the sights and sounds, the smells and tastes, of child- 
hood. And like all untutored and unlettered folk, he lives in a restricted world, 
akin to that of the child and also that of the primitive, for whom, as Golden- 
weiser says, “the past comes to the present as things or words; what is neither 
seen nor said nor remembered vanishes beyond recovery.” In the bookless 
world, memory—thinking and talking about old times—thus takes the place 
of history and biography. That does not mean, however, that the reminiscences 
of aged survivors of slavery (which Ulrich B. Phillips regarded as “unsafe 
even in supplement” because the “lapse of decades has impaired inevitably the 
memories of men”) are history or true life-history. Rather, they are a kind of 
legendary history of one’s life and times, which furnishes “unconscious evi- 
dence” for the historian and the student of culture and personality. 

The narrators testify repeatedly to the freshness, vividness, and concreteness 
of their memories. “Does I ’member much ’bout slavery times? Well, there is 
no way for me to disremember unless I die.” “I got ’membrance like they don’t 
have nowadays. That ’cause things is going round and round too fast without 
no setting and talking things over.” “I ’members now clear as yesterday things 
I forgot for a long time.” “I remember that day just as good as it had been this 
day right here.” “I recollects just as bright as the stars be shining.” 

When there are fewer things to remember, as is the case in a restricted world, 
one remembers things more vividly, especially little things. And it is the little 
things—associations of events with objects, images, and sensations—that, in 
the absence of written records, help one to remember. 


I know my mama told me years ago that I was born in watermelon time. She said she 
ate the first watermelon that got ripe on the place that year, and it made her sick. She 
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thought she had the colic. Said she went and ate a piece of calamus root for the pain 
and after eating the root for the pain, behold I was born. So if I live and nothing happens 
to me in watermelon time, I will be eighty this year. I was a boy at surrender about the age 
of fourteen or fifteen. 


When the day begin to crack, the whole plantation break out with all kinds of noises, 
and you could tell what going on by the kind of noise you hear. 


They’s a old sugar boat in the bayou with blood and sugar running ‘longside the 
busted barrels. ’Lasses run in the bayou, and blood run in the ditches. 


When the ex-slave speaks of what he has seen and heard and felt and ex- 
perienced, he is telling the truth as he knows it. And he insists that it is the 
truth: “Every word that I tells you is the truth, and I is got to meet that word 
somewheres else; and for that reason the truth is all this old man ever tells.” 
“T'll tell you all I can, but I won’t tell you nothing but the truth.” 

In some cases, as in the narratives of Millie Evans and Cato 
slave subordinates personal history to social history and tells what is true for 
all or most slaves. In other cases, like that of Katie Rowe, the ex-slave tells 
what is true of the individual life. And by putting the two together one gets 
what a true life-history should give—not only the “organic reality of the per- 
son” but also a sense of the “growth of a person in a cultural milieu.” 

In still other cases (notably, Allen V. Manning, Joanna Draper, and Mary 
Reynolds) the narrator transcends both personal and social history and raises 
the art of casual narrative to a high point. This art is more than simply the love 
of telling a good story. It is a faculty for sustaining interest and projecting 
character through dramatic conflict and the interaction of personality and 
environment. Here the ex-slave not only sees and feels and remembers vividly 


, the ex- 





but interprets clearly. 


. Some folks been taught one way, and some been taught another, and folks always 
thinks the way they has been taught. 


I never will forgive that white man for not telling me I was free, and not helping me 
to git back to my mammy and pappy! Lots of white people done that. 


We prays for the end of tribulation and the end of beatings and for shoes that fit our 
feet. We prayed that us niggers could have all we wanted to eat and special for fresh meat. 
Some the old ones say we have to bear all, ’cause that all we can do. Some say they was 
glad to the time they’s dead, ’cause they'd rather rot in the ground than have the beatings. 
What I hated most was when they’d beat me and I didn’t know what they beat me for, 
and I hated them stripping me naked as the day I was born. 


2See John Dollard, Criteria for the Life History (New Haven: Yale University Press, 1935). 


MILLIE EVANS: NORTH CAROLINA 


Was born in 1849, but I don’t know just when. My birthday comes in fodder- 
pulling time ‘cause my ma said she was pulling up till bout a hour ’fore I was 
born. Was born in North Carolina and was a young lady at the time of 
surrender. 

I don’t ’member Old Master’s name; all I ’member is that we call ’em Old 
Master and Old Mistress. They had ’bout a hundred niggers, and they was 
rich. Master always tended the men, and Mistress tended to us. 

Every morning "bout four ’clock Old Master would ring the bell for us to 
git up by, and you could hear that bell ringing all over the plantation. I can 
hear it now. It would go ting-a-ling, ting-a-ling, and I can see ’em now stirring 
in Carolina. I git so lonesome when I think ’bout times we used to have. T'was 
better living back yonder than now. 

I stayed with my ma every night, but my mistress raised me. My ma had 
to work hard, so every time Old Mistress thought we little black children was 
hungry ‘tween meals she would call us up to the house to eat. Sometime she 
would give us johnnycake and plenty of buttermilk to drink with it. They had 
a long trough for us that they would keep so clean. They would fill this trough 
with buttermilk, and all us children would git round the trough and drink 
with our mouths and hold our johnnycake with our hands. I can just see my- 
self drinking now. It was so good. There was so many black folks to cook for 
that the cooking was done outdoors. Greens was cooked in a big black washpot 
just like you boils clothes in now. And sometime they would crumble bread in 
the potlicker and give us spoons, and we would stand round the pot and eat. 
When we et our regular meals, the table was set under a chinaberry tree with 
a oilcloth tablecloth, and when they called us to the table they would ring the 
bell. But we didn’t eat out of plates. We et out of gourds and had homemade 
wood spoons. And we had plenty to eat. Whooo-eee! Just plenty to eat. Old 
Master’s folks raised plenty of meat, and they raise their sugar, rice, peas, 
chickens, eggs, cows, and just everything good to eat. 

Every evening at three ’clock Old Mistress would call all us litsy bitsy 
children in, and we would lay dov.n on pallets and have to go to sleep. I can 
hear her now singing to us pickaninnies..... 

When I got big ’nough I nursed my mistress’ baby. When the baby go to 
sleep in the evening, I would put it in the cradle and lay down by the cradle 
and go to sleep. I played a heap when I was little. We played Susanna Gal, 
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jump rope, calling cows, running, jumping, skipping, and just everything we 
could think of. When I got big ’nough to cook, I cooked then. 

The kitchen of the big house was built ’way off from the house, and we 
cooked on a great big old fireplace. We had swing pots and would swing ’em 
over the fire and cook and had a big old skillet with legs on it. We call it a oven 
and cooked bread and cakes in it. 

We had the best mistress and master in the world, and they was Christian 
folks, and they taught us to be Christian-like too. Every Sunday morning Old 
Master would have all us niggers to the house while he would sing and pray 
and read the Bible to us all. Old Master taught us not to be bad; he taught 
us to be good; he told us to never steal nor to tell false tales and not to do any- 
thing that was bad. He said: “You will reap what you sow, that you sow it 
single and reap double.” I learnt that when I was a little child, and I ain’t for- 
got it yet. When I got grown I went the Baptist way. God called my pa to 
preach and Old Master let him preach in the kitchen and in the back yard 
under the trees. On preaching day Old Master took his whole family and all 
the slaves to church with him. 

We had log schoolhouses in them days, and folks learnt more than they does 
in the bricks today. 

Down in the quarters every black family had a one- or two-room log cabin. 
We didn’t have no floors in them cabins. Nice dirt floors was the style then, 
and we used sage brooms. Took a string and tied the sage together and had 
a nice broom outen that. We would gather broom sage for our winter brooms 
just like we gathered our other winter stuff. We kept our dirt floors swept as 
clean and white. And our bed was big and tall and had little beds to push 
under there. They was all little enough to go under the other and in the day- 
time we would push ’em all under the big one and make heaps of room. Our 
beds was stuffed with hay and straw and shucks, and, believe me, child, they 
sure slept good. 

When the boys would start to the quarters from the field, they would get a 
turn of lider [lightwood] knots. I specks you knows ’em as pine knots. That 
was what we use for light. When our fire went out, we had no fire. Didn’t 
know nothing ’bout no matches. To start a fire we would take a skillet lid 
and a piece of cotton and a flint rock. Lay the cotton on the skillet lid and take 
a piece of iron and beat the flint rock rill the fire would come. Sometime we 
would beat for thirty minutes before the fire would come and start the cotton, 
then we would light our pine. 

Up at the big house we didn’t use lider knots but used tallow candles for 
lights. We made the candles from tallow that we took from cows. We had 
molds and would put string in there and leave the end sticking out to light 
and melt the tallow and pour it down around the string in the mold. 
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We use to play at night by moonlight, and I can recollect singing with the 
fiddle. Oh, Lord, that fiddle could almost talk, and I can hear it ringing 
now. Sometime we would dance in the moonlight too. 

Old Master raised lots of cotton, and the womenfolks carded and spun and 
wove cloth, then they dyed it and made clothes. And we knit all the stockings 
we wore. They made their dye too, from different kinds of bark and leaves 
and things. They would take the bark and boil it and strain it up and let it 
stand a day, then wet the ‘terial in cold water and shake it out and drop in 
the boiling dye and let it set bout twenty minutes, then take it out and hang 
it up and let it dry right out of that dye. Then rinse it in cold water and let 
it dry, then it would be ready to make. 

I’ll tell you how to dye. A little beech bark dyes slate color, set with cop- 
peras. Hickory bark and bay leaves dye yellow, set with chamber lye; bamboo 
dyes turkey red, set color with copperas. Pine straw dyes purple, set color 
with chamber lye. To dye cloth brown we would take the cloth and put it 
in the water where leather had been tanned and let it soak, then set the color 
with apple vinegar. And we dyed blue with indigo and set the color with alum. 

We wore drawers made out of domestic that come down longer than our 
dresses, and we wore seven petticoats with sleeves in them petticoats in the 
winter, and the boys wore big old long shirts. They didn’t know nothing 
‘bout no britches till they was great big, just went round in they shirttails. 
And we all wore shoes ’cause my pa made shoes. 

Master taught Pa to make shoes, and the way he done, they killed a cow 
and took the hide and tanned it. The way they tanned it was to take red oak 
bark and put in vats made something like troughs that held water. First he 
would put in a layer of leather and a layer of oak ashes and a layer of leather 
and a layer of oak ashes till he got it all in and cover with water. After that he 
let it soak till the hair come off the hide. Then he would take the hide out, 
and it was ready for tanning. Then the hide was put to soak in with the red 
oak bark. It stayed in the water till the hide turned tan, then Pa took the 
hide out of the red oak dye, and it was a pretty tan. It didn’t have to soak long. 
Then he would get his pattern and cut and make tan shoes outen the tanned 
hides. We called ’em brogans. 

They planted indigo, and it growed just like wheat. When it got ripe, they 
gathered it, and we would put it in a barrel and let it soak ‘bout a week, then 
we would take the indigo stems out and squeeze all the juice out of ’em and 
put the juice back in the barrel aud let it stand bout ‘nother week, then we 
just stirred and stirred one whole day. We let it set three or four days, then 
drained the water off and left the settlings, and the settlings was blueing just 
like we have these days. We cut ours in little blocks, and we dyed clothes with 
it too. 
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We made vinegar out of apples. Took overripe apples and ground ’em up 
and put ’em in a sack and let drip. Didn’t add no water, and when it got 
through dripping we let it sour and strained and let it stand for six months 
and had some of the best vinegar ever made. 

We had homemade tubs and didn’t have no washboards. We had a block 
and battling stick. We put our clothes in soak, then took ’em out of soak and 
lay them on the block and take the battling stick and battle the dirt out of 
em. We mostly used rattan vines for clotheslines, and they made the best 
clotheslines they was. 

Old Master raised big patches of t’baccy, and when they gather it they let 
it dry and then put it in ‘lasses. After the ‘lasses dripped off, then they roll it 
up and twisted it and let it dry in the sun ten or twelve days. It sure was ready 
for some grand chewing and it was sweet and stuck together so you could 
chew and spit and ‘joy it. 

The way we got our perfume we took rose leaves, Cape jasmines, and sweet 
basil and laid em with our clothes and let ’em stay three or four days, then we 
had good-smelling clothes that would last too. 

When there was distressful news Master would ring the bell. When the 
niggers in the field would hear the bell, everyone would listen and wonder 
what the trouble was. You’d see ’em stirring too. They would always ring the 
bell at twelve ’clock. Sometime then they would think it was something seri- 
ous and they would stand up straight, but if they could see they shadow right 
under ’em they would know it was time for dinner. 

The reason so many white folks was rich was they made money and didn’t 
have nothing to do but save it. They made money and raised everything they 
used, and just didn’t have no use for money. Didn’t have no banks in them 
days, and Master buried his money. 

The floors in the big house was so pretty and white. We always kept them 
scoured good. We didn’t know what it was to use soap. We just took oak 
ashes out of the fireplace and sprinkled them on the floor and scoured with a 
corn-shuck mop. Then we would sweep the ashes off and rinse two times and 
let it dry. When it dried it was the cleanest floor they was. To make it white, 
clean sand was sprinkled on the floor, and we let it stay a couple of days, then 
the floor would be too clean to walk on. The way we dried the floor was with 
a sack and a rag. We would get down on our knees and dry it so dry. 

I ‘member one night one of Old Master’s girls was going to get married. 
That was after I was big ’nough to cook, and we was sure doing some cooking. 
Some of the niggers of the place just naturally would steal, so we cook a big 
cake of corn bread and iced it all pretty and put it out to cool, and some of ’em 
stole it. This way Old Master found out who was doing the stealing ‘cause 
it was such a joke on ’em they had to tell. 
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All Old Master’s niggers was married by the white preacher, but he had a 
neighbor who would marry his niggers hisself. He would say to the man: 
“Do you want this woman?” and to the girl, “Do you want this boy?” Then 
he would call the Old Mistress to fetch the broom, and Old Master would 
hold one end and Old Mistress the other and tell the boy and girl to jump 
this broom, and he would say: “That’s your wife.” They called marrying 
like that jumping the broom. 

Now, child, I can’t member everything I done in them days, but we didn’t 
have to worry ‘bout nothing. Old Mistress was the one to worry. "T wasn’t then 
like it is now, no ’twasn’t. We had such a good time, and everybody cried 
when the Yankees cried out: “Free.” T’other niggers say they had a hard 
time fore they was free, but ’twas then like ’tis now. If you had a hard time, 
we done it ourselves. 

Old Master didn’t want to part with his niggers, and the niggers didn’t 
want to part with Old Master, so they thought by coming to Arkansas they 
would have a chance to keep ’em. So they got on their way. We loaded up our 
wagons and put up our wagon sheet, and we had plenty to eat and plenty of 
horse feed. We traveled ‘bout fifteen or twenty miles a day and would stop 
and camp at night. We would cook enough in the morning to last all day. The 
cows was drove together. Some was gentle and some was not, and did they 
have a time. I mean, they Aad a time. While we was on our way, Old Master 
died, and three of the slaves died too. We buried the slaves there, but we 
camped while Old Master was carried back to North Carolina. When Old 
Mistress come back, we started on to Arkansas and reached here safe, but 
when we got here we found freedom here too. Old Mistress begged us to stay 
with her, and we stayed till she died, then they took her back to Carolina. 
There wasn’t nobody left but Miss Nancy, and she soon married and left, 
and I lost track of her and Mr. Tom. 


LEE GUIDON: SOUTH CAROLINA 


Yes, ma’am, I sure was in the Civil War. I plowed all day, and me and my 
sister helped take care of the baby at night. It would cry, and me bumping it 
[in a straight chair, rocking]. Time I git it to the bed where its mama was, it 
wake up and start crying all over again. I be so sleepy. It was a puny sort of 
baby. Its papa was off at war. His name was Jim Cowan, and his wife Miss 
Margaret Brown ’fore she married him. Miss Lucy Smith give me and my 
sister to them. Then she married Mr. Abe Moore. Jim Smith was Miss Lucy’s 
boy. He lay out in the woods all time. He say no need in him gitting shot up 
and killed. He say let the slaves be free. We lived, seemed like, on "bout the 
line of York and Union counties. He lay out in the woods over in York 
County. Mr. Jim say all they fighting ‘bout was jealousy. They caught him 
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several times, but every time he got away from ’em. After they come home 
Mr. Jim say they never win no war. They stole and starved out the South. 

They didn’t want the slaves talking "bout things. One time I got ruffed up, 
and I say I was going to freedom—the wood where Mr. Jim be—and I recol- 
lect we was crossing over a railing fence. My ma put her hand over my mouth 
like this and say, “You don’t know anything “bout what you saying, boy.” 

I never will forgit Mr. Neel. He was all our overseer. He say, “Lee Good 
Boy plows so good.” He never spoke an unkind word in his life to me. When 
I have to go to his house, he call me in and give me hot biscuits or maybe a 
potato [sweet potatoes]. 1 sure love potato. He was a good old Christian man. 
The church we all went to was made outa hand-hewed logs—great big things. 
My pa lived in Union County on the other side the church. 

He lived to be 103 years old. Ma lost her mind. They both died right here 
with me—a piece outa town. He was named Pompey and Ma Fannie. Her 
name "fore freedom was Fannie Smith, then she took the name Guidon. 

After freedom a heap of people say they was going to name theirselves over. 
They named theirselves big names, then went roaming round like wild, hunt- 
ing cities. They changed up so it was hard to tell who or where anybody was. 
Heap of ’em died, and you didn’t know when you hear about it if he was your 
folks hardly. Some of the names was Abraham, and some called theirselves 
Lincum. Any big name ’cepting their master’s name. It was the fashion. I 
heard ’em talking ’bout it one evening, and my pa say, “Fine folks raise us 
and we gonna hold to our own names.” That settled it with all of us. 

Ma was a sickly woman all her life. They kept her round the house to help 
cook and sweep the yards. Not a speck of grass, not a weed growed on her 
yard. She swept it bout two times a week. It was pretty and white. The sand 
just shined in the sun. Had tall trees in the yard. 

I can’t recollect bout my papa’s master ‘cause I was raised at my mama’s 
master’s place. He said many and many a time Joe Guidon never had to 
whup him. After he growed up, he never got no whuppings a-tall. Joe Guidon 
learned him to plow, and he was boss of the plow hands. His wife was named 
Maria Guidon. He say she was a mighty good easy woman too. 

Saturday was ration day and Sunday visiting day. But you must have your 
pass if you leave the farm and go over to somebody else’s farm. 

When I was a boy one thing I love to do was go to Stingy Tom’s stillhouse. 
His name was Tom Whiteside. He sure was stingy and the meanest white 
man I ever seed. I went to the stillhouse to beat peaches to make brandy. It 
was four miles over there, and I rode. We always made least one barrel of 
peach brandy and one of cider. That would be vinegar ’nough by spring. 
‘Simmon beer was good in the cold freezing weather too. We make much as 
we have barrels if we could get the persimmons..... 
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Once an old slave woman lost her mind. Stingy Tom sent her to get a bull 
tongue [a plow], and she chased after one of the bulls down at the lot trying 
to catch it. She set his barn fire and burned thirteen head of horses and mules 
together. Stingy Tom had the sheriff try to get her tell what white folks put 
her up to do it. He knowed they all hated him ’cause he just so mean. The old 
woman never did tell, but they hung her anyhow. There was a big crowd to 
see it. Miss Lucy just cried and cried. She’say Satan got no use for Stingy Tom 
he so mean. That the first person I ever seed hung. They used to hang folks 
a heap. The biggest crowds turned out to see it. 

The old woman’s son he went to the woods, he so hurt ’cause they going to 
hang his ma. 

The Missouri soldiers were worse than the Yankees. They waste and 
steal your corn and take your horses. They brought a little girl they stole and 
let Stingy Tom have her. He kept her and treated her so mean. They thrash 
out wheat and put it on big heavy sheets to dry. The little girl had to sit out 
in the sun and keep the chickens offen it. I seed him find her ’sleep and hit 
hard as he could in the face with big old brush. It was old dogwood brush with 
no leaves on it. He wouldn’t let that little girl have no biscuit on Sunday 
morning. Everybody had all the hot biscuit they could eat on Sunday morn- 
ing. Well, after freedom, long time, her aunt heard she was down there and 
come and got her. She grow up to be a nice woman. Them same Missouri 
soldiers took Henry Guidon [younger brother of Lee Guidon] off. Stole him 
from the master—stole his mule. They was so mean. They found out when 
they shoot, the mule so scared it would throw Henry. They kept it up and 
laughed. Course it hurt Henry. Liable to kill him. They say they making a 
Yankee soldier outen him that way. One night before they got too far gone, 
he rode off home. They burn whole cribs corn. Could smell it a long ways 
off. They was mean to everybody. 

I reckon I do know ’bout the Ku Kluck. I knowed a man named Alfred 
Owens. He seemed all right, but he was a Republican. He said he was not 
afraid. He run a tanyard and kept a heap of guns in a big room. They all 
loaded. He married a Southern woman. Her husband either died or was 
killed. She had a son living with them. The Ku Kluck was called Upper 
League. They get this boy to unload all the guns. Then the white men 
went there. The white man give up and said, “I ain’t got no gun to defend 
myself with. The guns all unloaded, and I ain’t got no powder and shot.” 
But the Ku Kluck shot in the houses and shot him up like lacework. He sold 
fine harness, saddles, bridles—all sorts of leather things. The Ku Kluck sure 
run them outen their country. They say they not going to have them round, 
and they sure run them out, back where they came from. 

Charles Good had a blacksmith. The Missouri soldiers opened a fence gap 


67 as 


when they came through. They took him, tied him to a tree, and shot him 
in the face with little shot. He suffered there till Wednesday, when he was 
still living. They tied him to the tree with his own galluses. They was dou- 
bled and strong. Then some of them went down there and finished up the job 
beating him over the head with the guns till he was dead. The Ku Kluck 
broke up every gun they could find. They sure better not catch a gun at the 
quarters of colored folks. They whup him and break up the gun. Ask him 
where he got that gun and start more bad trouble. 

They packed a two-story jail so full of men they had orders to turn ’em out. 
Then they built a high fence ‘bout eight foot tall and put ’em in it. They 
had lights and guards all around it. They kept ’em right out in the hot sun in 
that pen. That’s where the Yankees put the Ku Kluck. Then they had trials, 
and some was sent to Albany for three years and eight years and the like. 
They made glass at Albany. Them Yankees wouldn’t let ’em have no bonds. 
Then the white folks told them they needn’t settle among them. They owned 
all the land and wouldn’t sell them a foot for nothing. A heap of lawyers and 
doctors got in it. That fence was iron and bob wire. The Ku Kluck killed good 
men, but Republicans. 

We stayed on like we were cause we done put in the crop and the Ku Kluck 
never did bother us. We made a pretty good crop. Then we took our freedom. 
Started working for money and part of the crop. 

I married in 1871. Me and Emma went to bed. Somebody lam on the door. 
Emma say, “You run, they won’t hurt me.” I say “They kill me sure.” We 
stayed and opened the door. They pull the cover offen her looking. They 
lifted up a cloth from over a barrel behind the bed in the corner. I say, “That 
are a hog.” He say, “We right from hell, we ain’t seen no meat.” Then they 
soon gone. The moon shining so bright that night. They were looking for my 
wife’s brother, I heard ’em say. They say he done something or another..... 

One man I heard ’em talk a heap about had the guns and powder. They 
shot holes in the walls. He climbed up in the fireplace chimney and stood up 
there close to the brick. It was dark, and they couldn’t see him. They looked 
up the chimney but didn’t see him. It was a two-story chimney. Lady, if you 
ain’t never seen one I can’t tell you just how it was. But they shot the house full 
of holes and never harmed him. 

For them what stayed on like they were, Reconstruction times "bout like 
times before that ’cepting the Yankee stole out and tore up a scandalous heap. 
They tell the black folks to do something, and then come white folks you live 
with and say Ku Kluck whup you. They say leave, and white folks say better 
not listen to them old Yankees. They'll git you too far off to come back, and 
you freeze. They done give you all the use they got for you. How they do? All 


68 


sorts of ways. Some stayed at their cabins glad to have one to live in and 
farmed on. Some running round begging, some hunting work for money, 
and nobody had no money ’cepting the Yankees, and they had no homes or 
land and mighty little work for you to do. No work to live on. Some going 
every day to the city. That winter I heard ’bout them starving and freezing 
by the wagon loads. 

I never heard nothing ‘bout voting till freedom. I don’t think I ever voted 
till I come to Mississippi. I votes Republican. That’s the party of my color, 
and I stick to them long as they do right. I don’t dabble in white folks’ busi- 
ness, and that white folks’ voting is their business. If I vote, I go do it and go 
on home. 

I been plowing all my life, and in the hot days I cuts and saws wood. Then 
when I gets outa cotton-picking, I put each boy on a load of wood and we sell 
wood. The last years we got $3 a cord. Then we clear land till next spring. I 
don’t find no time to be loafing. I never missed a year farming till I got the 
Bright’s disease and it hurt me to do hard work. Farming is the best life there is 
when you are able. 

I come to Holly Springs in 1880, stopped to visit. I had six children and $90 
in money. We come on the train. My parents done come on from South Caro- 
lina to Arkansas. Man say this ain’t no richer land than you come from. I 
tried it seven years. Then I drove from there, ferried the rivers. It took a long 
time. We made the best crop I ever seed in 1888. I had eight children, my wife. 
I cut and hauled wood all winter. I soon had three teams hauling wood to 
Clarendon. Some old men [white men], mean things, learned one of my boys 
to play craps. They done it to git his money. 

When I owned most, I had six head mules and five head horses. I rented 140 
acres of land. I bought this house and some other land about. The anthrax 
killed nearly all my horses and mules. I got one big fine mule yet. Its mate died. 
I lost my house. My son give me one room, and he paying the debt off now. It’s 
hard for colored folks to keep anything. Somebody gets it from ’em if they 
don’t mind. 

The present times is hard. Timber is scarce. Game is about all gone. Prices 
higher. Old folks cannot work. Times is hard for younger folks too. They go 
to town too much and go to shows. They going to a tent show now. Circus 
coming, they say. They spending too much money for foolishness. It’s a fast 
time. Folks too restless. Some of the colored folks work hard as folks ever did. 
They spends too much. Some folks is lazy. Always been that way. 

I signed up to the government, but they ain’t give me nothing ‘cepting 
powdered milk and rice what wasn’t fit to eat. It cracked up and had black 
something in it. A lady said she would give me some shirts that was her hus- 
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band’s. I went to get them, but she wasn’t home. These heavy shirts give me 
heat. They won’t give me the pension, and I don’t know why. It would help me 
buy my salts and pills and the other medicines like Swamp Root. They won’t 


give it to me. 
TINES KENDRICKS: GEORGIA 


My name is Tines Kendricks. I was borned in Crawford County, Georgia. 
You see, boss, I is a little nigger, and I really is more smaller now than I used 
to be when I was young ’cause I so old and stooped over. I mighty nigh wore 
out from all these hard years of work and serving the Lord. My actual name 
what was give to me by my white folks, the Kendricks, was “Tiny.” They 
called me that cause I never was no size much. After us all sot free I just 
changed my name to “Tines,” and that’s what I been going by for nigh on to 
ninety years. 

‘Cording to what I ‘member ’bout it, boss, I is now past a hundred and four 
year old this past July the fourth, two hours before day.What I means is what | 
‘member ’bout what the old marse told me that time I comed back to the 
home place after the war quit, and he say that I past thirty then. My mammy, 
she said I born two hours before day on the Fourth of July. That what they 
told me, boss. I is been in good health all my days. I ain’t never been sick any 
in my life ’scusing these last years when I git so old and feeble and stiff in 
the joints, and my teeth ’gin to cave, and my old bones, they ’gin to ache. 
But I just keep on living and trusting in the Lord ’cause the Good Book say, 
“Wherefore the evil days come and the darkness of the night draw nigh, your 
strength, it shall not perish. I will lift you up ’mongst them what ’bides with 
me.” That is the Gospel, boss. 

My old marse, he was named Arch Kendricks, and us lived on the planta- 
tion what the Kendricks had not far from Macon in Crawford County, 
Georgia. You can see, boss, that I is a little bright and got some white blood in 
me. That is ‘counted for on my mammy’s side of the family. Her pappy, he 
was a white man. He wasn’t no Kendrick though. He was a overseer. That 
what my mammy she say, and then I know that wasn’t no Kendrick mixed 
up in nothing like that. They didn’t believe in that kind of business. My old 
marse, Arch Kendricks, I will say this, he certainly was a good fair man. Old 
Miss and the young marse, Sam, they was strictly tough and, boss, I is telling 
you the truth, they was cruel. The young marse, Sam, he never taken at all 
after he pa. He got all he meanness from Old Miss, and he sure got plenty of 
it, too. Old Miss, she cuss and rare worse’n a man. "Way ‘fore day she be up 
hollering loud enough for to be heared two miles, rousing the niggers out 
for to git in the fields ever ’fore light. Marse Sam, he stand by the pots hand- 
ing out the grub and giving out the bread, and he cuss loud and say: “Take 
a sop of that grease on your hoecake and move along fast ’fore I lashes you.” 
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Marse Sam, he was a big man too, that he was. He was nigh on to six and a 
half feet tall. Boss, he certainly was a child of the devil. All the cooking in 
them days was done in pots hanging on the pot racks. They never had no 
stoves enduring the times what I is telling you "bout. At times they would 
give us enough to eat. At times they wouldn’t—just ’cording to how they 
feeling when they dishing out the grub. The biggest what they would give the 
field hands to eat would be the truck what us had on the place, like greens, 
turnips, peas, side meat, and they sure would cut the side meat awful thin 
too, boss. Us always had a heap of corn-meal dumplings and hoecakes. Old 
Miss, her and Marse Sam, they real stingy. You better not leave no grub on 
your plate for to throw away. You sure better eat it all iffen you like it or no. 
Old Miss and Marse Sam, they the real bosses, and they was wicked. I’s tell- 
ing you the truth, they was. Old Marse, he didn’t have much to say bout 
the running of the place or the handling of the niggers. You know, all the 
property and all the niggers belonged to Old Miss. She got all that from her 
peoples. That what they left to her on their death. She the real owner of 
everything. 

Just to show you, boss, how twas with Marse Sam and how contrary and 
fractious and wicked that young white man was, I wants to tell you ‘bout the 
time that Aunt Hannah’s little boy Mose died. Mose, he sick "bout a week. 
Aunt Hannah, she try to doctor on him and git him well, and she tell Old Miss 
that she think Mose bad off and ought to have the doctor. Old Miss she’ 
wouldn’t git the doctor. She say Mose ain’t sick much, and, bless my soul, 
Aunt Hannah she right. In a few days from then Mose is dead. Marse Sam, 
he come cussing and told Gabe to get some planks and make the coffin and 
sont some of them to dig the grave over there on the far side of the place 
where they had a burying-ground for the niggers. Us toted the coffin over to 
where the grave was dug and gwine bury little Mose there, and Uncle Billy 
Jordan, he was there and begun to sing and pray and have a kind of funeral 
at the burying. Everyone was moaning and singing and praying, and Marse 
Sam heard ’em and come sailing over there on he hoss and lit right in to cuss- 
ing and raring and say that if they don’t hurry and bury that nigger and shut 
up that singing and carrying on, he gwine lash every one of them, and then 
he went to cussing worser and "busing Uncle Billy Jordan. He say iffen he 
ever hear of him doing any more preaching or praying round ’mongst the 
niggers at the graveyard or anywheres else, he gwine lash him to death. No, 
sir, boss, Marse Sam wouldn’t eve» ‘low no preaching or singing or nothing 
like that. He was wicked. I tell you he was. 

Old Miss, she generally looked after the niggers when they sick and give 
them the medicine. And, too, she would get the doctor iffen she think they 
real bad off ’cause like I said, Old Miss, she mighty stingy, and she never want 
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to lose no nigger by them dying. Howsomever, it was hard sometime to get 
her to believe you sick when you tell her that you was, and she would think 
you just playing off from work. I have seen niggers what would be mighty near 
dead before Old Miss would believe them sick at all. 

Before the war broke out, I can ‘member there was some few of the white 
folks what said that niggers ought to be sot free, but there was just one now 
and then that took that stand. One of them that I ’member was the Rev. 
Dickey what was the parson for a big crowd of the white peoples in that part 
of the county. Rev. Dickey, he preached freedom for the niggers and say 
that they all should be sot free and gived a home and a mule. That preach- 
ing the Rev. Dickey done sure did rile up the folks—that is, the most of them, 
like the Kendricks and Mr. Eldredge and Dr. Murcheson and Nat Walker 
and such as them what was the biggest of the slaveowners. Right away after 
Rev. Dickey done such preaching, they fired him from the church and "bused 
him, and some of them say they gwine hang him to a limb or either gwine 
ride him on a rail out of the country. Sure enough, they made it so hot on that 
man he have to leave clean out of the state, so I heared. No, sir, boss, they say 
they ain’t gwine divide up no land with the niggers or give them no home 
or mule or their freedom or nothing. They say they will wade knee deep in 
blood and die first. 

When the war start to break out, Marse Sam ’listed in the troops and 
‘was sent to Virginny. There he stay for the longest. I hear Old Miss telling 
bout the letters she got from him, and how he wishing they hurry and start 
the battle so’s he can get through killing the Yankees and get the war over 
and come home. Bless my soul, it wasn’t long before they had the battle what 
Marse Sam was shot in. He writ the letter from the hospital where they had 
took him. He say they had a hard fight, that a ball busted his gun, and an- 
other ball shoot his cooterments [accouterments] off him; the third shot tear 
a big hole right through the side of his neck. The doctor done sew the wound 
up; he not hurt so bad. He soon be back with his company. 

But it wasn’t long ’fore they writ some more letters to Old Miss and say 
that Marse Sam’s wound not getting no better; it wasn’t healing to do no 
good; every time that they sew the gash up in his neck, it broke loose again. 
The Yankees had been putting poison grease on the bullets. That was the 
reason the wound wouldn’t get well. They feared Marse Sam going to die, 
and a short time after that letter come I sure knowed it was so. One night 
just about dusk dark, the screech owls, they come in a swarm and lit in the 
big trees in the front of the house. A mist of dust come up, and the owls, they 
holler and carry on so that Old Marse get he gun and shot it off to scare them 
away. That was a sign, boss, that somebody gwine to die. I j us knowed it was 
Marse Sam. 
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Sure enough, the next day they got the message that Marse Sam dead. They 
brung him home all the way from Virginny and buried him in the graveyard 
on the other side of the garden with his gray clothes on him and.the flag on 
the coffin. That’s what I’s telling you, boss, ’cause they called all the niggers in 
and ‘lowed them to look at Marse Sam. I seen him, and he sure looked like 
he peaceful in he coffin with his soldier clothes on. I heared afterwards that 
Marse Sam bucked and rared just "fore he died and tried to get outen the bed, 
and that he cussed to the last. 

It was this way, boss, how come me to be in the war. You see, they ’quired 
all of the slaveowners to send so many niggers to the army to work digging 
the trenches and throwing up the breastworks and repairing the railroads 
what the Yankees done ’stroyed. Every marse was quired to send one nigger 
for every ten that he had. Iffen you had a hundred niggers, you had to send ten 
of them to the army. I was one of them that my marse ’quired to send. That 
was the worst times that this here nigger ever seen, and the way them white 
men drive us niggers, it was something awful. The strap, it was going from 
fore day till ’way after night. The niggers, heaps of ’em, just fall in they 
tracks—give out—and them white men laying the strap on they backs with- 
out ceasting. That was ’zackly way it was with them niggers like me what 
was in the army work. I had to stand it, boss, till the war was over. 

That sure was a bad war that went on in Georgia. That it was. Did you 
ever hear bout the Andersonville prison in Georgia? I tell you, boss, that 
was ‘bout the worstest place that ever I seen. That was where they keep all 
the Yankees that they capture, and they had so many there they couldn’t 
nigh take care of them. They had them fenced up with a tall wire fence and 
never had enough houseroom for all them Yankees. They would just throw 
the grub to ’em. The mostest that they had for ’em to eat was peas, and the 
filth, it was terrible. The sickness, it broke out ’mongst ’em all the while, 
and they just die like rats what been pizened. The first thing that the Yankees 
do when they take the state way from the Confederates was to free all them 
what in the prison at Andersonville. 

Slavery time was tough, boss. You just don’t know how tough it was. I 
can’t ’splain to you just how bad all the niggers want to get they freedom. 
With the free niggers it was just the same as it was with them that was in 
bondage. You know there was some few free niggers in that time even ’fore the 
slaves taken outen bondage. It was really worse on them than it was with 
them what wasn’t free. The slaveuwners, they just despised them free nig- 
gers and make it just as hard on them as they can. They couldn’t get no work 
from nobody. Wouldn’t ary man hire ’em or give ‘em any work at all. So be- 
cause they was up against it and never had any money or nothing, the white 
folks make these free niggers ’sess the taxes. And ‘cause they never had 
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no money for to pay the tax with, they was put up on the block by the 
court man or the sheriff and sold out to somebody for enough to pay the tax 
what they say they owe. So they keep these free niggers hired out all the time 
‘most, working for to pay the taxes. I ‘member one of them free niggers 
mighty well. He was called Free Sol. He had him a little home and a old 
woman and some boys. They was kept bounded out nigh ’bout all the 
time working for to pay they tax. Yes, sir, boss, it was heap more better to be 
a slave nigger than a free one. And it was really a heavenly day when the free- 
dom come for the race. 

In the time of slavery another thing what make it tough on the niggers 
was them times when a man and he wife and their children had to be taken 
"way from one another. This separation might be brung ’bout ’most any time 
for one thing or another, such as one or tother, the man or the wife, be sold 
off or taken ’way to some other state like Louisiana or Mississippi. Then when 
a marse die what had a heap of slaves, these slave niggers be divided up 
’mongst the marse’s children or sold off for to pay the marse’s debts. Then 
at times when a man married to a woman that don’t belong to the same marse 
what he do, then they is liable to git divided up and separated ’most any day. 
They was heaps of nigger families that I know what was separated in the 
time of bondage that tried to find they folkses what was gone. But the mostest 
of ’em never git together again even after they sot free cause they don’t know 
where one or the other is. 

After the war over and the slaves taken out of they bondage, some of the very 
few white folks give them niggers what they liked the best a small piece of 
land for to work. But the mostest of them never give ’em nothing, and 
they sure despise them niggers what left ’em. Us old marse say he want to 
‘range with all his niggers to stay on with him, that he gwine give ’em a mule 
and a piece-a ground. But us know that Old Miss ain’t gwine agree to that. 
And sure enough she wouldn't. I’s telling you the truth, every nigger on that 
place left. They sure done that; and Old Marse and Old Miss, they never had 
a hand left there on that great big place, and all that ground laying out. 

The government seen to it that all of the white folks had to make contracts 
with the niggers that stuck with ’em, and they was sure strict ‘bout that too. 
The white folks at first didn’t want to make the contracts and say they wasn’t 
gwine to. So the government filled the jail with ’em, and after that everyone 
make the contract. : 

When my race first got they freedom and begin to leave they marses, a heap 
of the marses got raging mad and just tore up truck. They say they gwine kill 
every nigger they find. Some of them did do that very thing, boss, sure enough. 
I’s telling you the truth. They shot niggers down by the hundreds. They just 
wasn’t gwine let em enjoy their freedom. That is the truth, boss. 
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After I come back to the old home place from working for the army, it wasn’t 
long ’fore I left there and git me a job with a sawmill and worked for the 
sawmill peoples for ’bout five years. One day I heared some niggers telling 
‘bout a white man what done come in there gitting up a big lot of niggers to 
take to Arkansas. They was telling ‘bout what a fine place it was in Arkansas 
and how rich the land is and that the crops grow without working, and that 
the ’taters grow big as a watermelon and you never have to plant ’em but the 
one time, and all such as that. Well, I ‘cided to come. I joined up with the man 
and come to Phillips County in 1875. A heap-a niggers come from Georgia at 
the same time that me and Callie come. You know Callie, that’s my old woman 
what's in the shack there right now. Us first lived on Mr. Jim Bush’s place over 
close to Barton. Us ain’t been far off from there ever since us first landed in this 
county. Fact is, boss, us ain’t been outen the county since us first come here, 
and us gwine be here now, I know, till the Lord call for us to come on home. 


BEN SIMPSON: GEORGIA AND TEXAS 


Boss, I’s born in Georgia, in Norcross, and I’s ninety years old. My father’s 
name was Roger Stielszen, and my mother’s name was Betty. Massa Earl Stiels- 
zen captures them in Africa and brung them to Georgia. He got kilt, and my 
sister and me went to his son. His son was a killer. He got in trouble there in 
Georgia and got him two good-stepping hosses and the covered wagon. Then 
he chains all he slaves round the necks and fastens the chains to the hosses and 
makes them walk all the way to Texas. My mother and my sister had to walk. 
Emma was my sister. Somewhere on the road it went to snowing, and Massa 
wouldn’t let us wrap anything round our feet. We had to sleep on the ground, 
too, in all that snow. 

Massa have a great, long whip platted out of rawhide, and when one the 
niggers fall behind or give out, he hit him with that whip. It take the hide 
every time he hit a nigger. Mother, she give out on the way, ’bout the line of 
Texas. Her feet got raw and bleeding, and her legs swoll plumb out of shape. 
Then Massa, he just take out he gun and shot her, and whilst she lay dying he 
kicks her two-three times and say, “Damn a nigger what can’t stand nothing.” 
Boss, you know that man, he wouldn’t bury mother, just leave her laying where 
he shot her at. You know, then there wasn’t no law ’gainst killing nigger slaves. 

He come plumb to Austin through that snow. He taken up farming and 
changes he name to Alex Simpson and changes our names, too. He cut logs 
and builded he home on the side of them mountains. We never had no quar- 
ters. When nighttime come, he locks the chain round our necks and then locks 
it round a tree. Boss, our bed were the ground. All he feed us was raw meat 
and green corn. Boss, I et many a green weed. I was hungry. He never let us 
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eat at noon, he worked us all day without stopping. We went naked, that the 
way he worked us. We never had any clothes. 

He brands us. He brand my mother before us left Georgia. Boss, that patel 
kilt her. He brand her in the breast, then between the shoulders. He brand all 
us. 

My sister, Emma, was the only woman he have till he marries. Emma was 
wife of all seven Negro slaves. He sold her when she’s ‘bout fifteen, just before 
her baby was born. I never seen her since. 

Boss, Massa was a outlaw. He come to Texas and deal in stolen hosses. Just 
before he’s hung for stealing hosses, he marries a young Spanish gal. He sure 
mean to her. Whips her ’cause she want him to leave he slaves alone and live 
right. Bless her heart, she’s the best gal in the world. She was the best thing 
God ever put life in, in the world. She cry and cry every time Massa go off. She 
let us a-loose, and she feed us good one time while he’s gone. Missy Selena, 
she turn us a-loose, and we wash in the creek clost by. She just fasten the chain 
on us and give us great big pot cooked meat and corn, and up he rides. Never 
says a word but come to see what us eating. He pick up he whip and whip her 
till she falls. If I could have got a-loose I’d kilt him. I swore if I ever got a-loose 
I’d kill him. But before long after that he fails to come home, and some people 
finds him hanging to a tree. Boss, that long after war time he got hung. He 
didn’t let us free. We wore chains all the time. When we work, we drug them 
chains with us. At night he lock us to a tree to keep us from running off. He 
didn’t have to do that. We were ’fraid to run. We knew he’d kill us. Besides, 
he brands us, and they no way to git it off. It’s put there with a hot iron. You 
can’t git it off. 

If a slave die, Massa made the rest of us tie a rope round he feet and drag him 
off. Never buried one, it was too much trouble. 

Massa always say he be rich after the war. He stealing all the time. He have 
a whole mountainside where he keep he stock. Missy Selena tell us one day we 
s’posed to be free, but he didn’t turn us a-loose. It was ’bout three years after 
the war they hung him. Missy turned us a-loose. 

I had a hard time then. All I had to eat was what I could find and steal. 
I was ’fraid of everybody. I just went wild and to the woods, but, thank God, a 
bunch of men taken they dogs and run me down. They carry me to they 
place. General Houston had some niggers, and he made them feed me. He 
made them keep me till I git well and able to work. Then he give me a job. 
I marry one the gals before I leaves them. I’m plumb out of place there at my 
own wedding. Yes, sir, boss, it wasn’t one year before that I’m the wild nigger. 
We had thirteen children. 

I farms all my life after that. I didn’t know nothing else to do. I made plenty 
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cotton, but now I’m too old. Me and my wife is alone now. This old nigger gits 
the little pension from the government. I not got much longer to stay here. 
I’s ready to see God, but I hope my old massa ain’t there to torment me again. 


MARIAH ROBINSON: GEORGIA AND TEXAS 


I's borned over in Georgia, in that place call Monroe, and Mammy was Lizzie 
Hill, cause her massa Judge Hill. I’s honest. I don’t know the ’zact date I’s 
borned. Missy Jo, my missy, put the record of all ages in the courthouse for 
safekeeping, to keep the Indians from burning them up, and they’s burnt up 
when the courthouse burns. All I knows is my youngest sister, what live in 
Georgia, writ me ‘bout a year ago and say, “Last Thursday I’s 81 year old.” 
There is five children ’twixt my and her age, and there is six children 
younger’n me. That the best I can give of my age. 

Judge Hill’s daughter, Miss Josephine, married Dr. Young’s son, what lived 
in Cartersville, in Georgia, but had done moved to Texas. Then my missy give 
me to Miss Josephine to come to Texas with her to keep her from the lonely 
hours and being sad so far way from home. We come by rail from Monroe to 
Social Circle and there boards the boat “Sweet Home.” There was just two 
boats on the line, the “Sweet Home” and the “Katie Darling.” 

Us sails down the Atlantic Ocean to New Orleans, myself and my Aunt Lon- 
nie and Uncle Johns, all with Miss Josephine. When us gits to New Orleans us 
‘rested and put in the trader’s office. Us slaves, 1 mean. This the way of that. 
Our massa, Massa Bob Young, he a cotton buyer, and he done left Georgia 
without paying a cotton debt, and they holds us for that. 

Miss Josephine wires back to Georgia to Dr. Young, and he come and git us 
out. He come walking down the street with he goldheaded walking cane. Us 
upstairs in the trader’s office. 1 seed him coming and cries out, “Oh, yonder 
comes Massa Young.” He looks up and shooked he goldheaded walking stick 
at me and says, “Never mind, Old Boss have you out in a few minutes.” Then 
he gits the hack soon as us out and sends us to the port, for to catch the boat. 
Us gits on that boat and leaves that evening. Coming down the Mississippi 
cross the Gulf, us seed no land for days and days, and us go through the Gulf 
of Mexico and lands at the port, Galveston, and us come to Waco on the stage- 
coach. 

Us live four year on Austin Street in Waco, that four year fore the war of 
1861. Us boarded with Dr. Tinsley, and he and General Ross was good friends. 
I worked in a sewing-room, doing work such as whipping on laces and ruffling 
and tucking. Then us come to Bosque County right near Meridian, ’cause 
Massa Bob have the ranch there, and the time of the Freedom War us lives 
there. 

Us be in the house at night, peeping out the window or pigeonhole and see 
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Indians coming. The chief lead in front. They wild Comanches. Sometime 
there fifty or sixty in a bunch, and they did raiding at night. But I’s pretty 
brave and goes three mile to Walnut Spring every day to git vegetables. I rid 
the donkey. Miss Josephine boards all the Bosque County school children, and 
us have to git the food. I seed droves of wild turkey and buffaloes and antelopes 
and deers. I seed wildcats and coons and bunches of wolves and heared the 
panthers scream like the woman. 

Us lived in a log cabin with two chimneys and a long shedroom and cooked 
in the kitchen fireplace in the skillet and over the pot racks. Us made meal on 
the steel mill and hominy and cheese. I got the prize for spinning and weaving. 
I knitted the stockings, but Miss Jo had to drap the stitch for me to turn the 
heels and toes. 

During the Freedom War Massa General Bob Young git kilt at the last 
battle. That the Bull Run battle, and he fit under General Lee. That left my 
missy the war widow, and she mammy come live with her and she teached in 
the school. I stays with them four year after freedom, and I’s one of the family 
for the board and the clothes. They’s good to me and likes to make me the 
best-looking and neatest slave in that place. I had such as pretty starched 
dresses, and they holp me fix the hair nice. 

Us used the soft, dim candlelight, and I make the candlesticks. Us have 
gourd dippers and oak buckets to dip water out the well, and us make wooden 
tubs out of stumps and battling sticks to clean the clothes. 

I done already met up with Peter Robinson. He’s the slave of Massa Ridley 
Robinson what was gwine to California from Alabama, with all he slaves. 
Massa Robinson git kilt by the Mexicans, and a white man name Gibb Smith 
gits to own Peter. He hires him out to a farmer clost by us ranch, and I gits to 
meet him, and us have the courtship and gits married. That ’fore freedom. Us 
married by Caesar Berry, the slave of Massa Buck Berry. Caesar am the colored 
preacher. Pete was ’telligent and ‘liable and the good man. He played the fiddle 
all over the country, and I rid horseback with him miles and miles to them 
dances. 

Peter could write the plain hand, and he gits to haul lumber from Waco to 
make the Bosque County courthouse. He larns more and gits to be the county’s 
first colored trustee and the first colored teacher. He gits ’pinted to see after 
the widows in time of war and in the ’construction days. Finally, he is sont to 
Austin, the capital of Texas, to be representative. 

Pete and me begot ten children. My first child am borned two months ’fore 
freedom. After us slaves is freed, us hired out for one year to git means to go 
free on. Us held by the committee call “Free Committee Men.” The wages is 
ten dollars the month to the family. After us ready to go for ourselves, my missy 
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am the poor widow, and she have only three cows and three calves, but she 
give one of each of them to Pete and me. 

After leaving Miss Jo, us move here and yonder till I gits tired of such. By 
then us have several children, and I changes from the frivolity of life to the 
sincereness, to shape the destiny of the children’s life. I tells Pete, when he 
comes back from fiddling one night, to buy me the home or hitch up and 
carry me back to Missy Jo. That lead him to buy a strip of land in Meridian. 
He pays ten dollar the acre. We has a team of oxen, call Broad and Buck, and 
we done our farming with them. Pete builds me a house, hauls the lumber 
from Waco. Twicet us gits burnt out, but builds it ’gain. Us makes the orchard 
and sells the fruit. Us raises bees and sells the honey and gits cows and chickens 
and turkeys. Pete works good, and I puts on my bonnet and walks behind him 
and draps the corn. 

He gits in organizing the first colored church in Meridian, the colored Cum- 
berland Presbyterian Church. Us has ever lived the useful life. I works at 
cooking and washing and ironing. I helps the doctors with the babies. 

But the disability of age have to come, and now I is most disabled and feels 
stunted and poverty-stricken. I'd like to work now, but I isn’t able. 


NICEY KINNEY: GEORGIA 


Marse Gerald Sharp and his wife, Miss Annie, owned us and, child, they was 
grand folks. Their old home was ’way up in Jackson County, ’twixt Athens 
and Jefferson. That big old plantation run plumb back down to the Oconee 
River. Yes, ma’am, all them rich river bottoms was Marse Gerald’s. 

Mammy’s name was Caroline, and she belonged to Marse Gerald, but Marse 
Hatton David owned my daddy—his name was Phineas. The David place 
wa’n’t but ’bout a mile from our plantation and Daddy was ‘lowed to stay with 
his family ’most every night; he was always with us on Sundays. Marse Gerald 
didn’t have no slaves but my mammy and her children, and he was sure 
mighty good to us. 

Marse Gerald had a nice four-room house with a hall all the way through it. 
It even had two big old fireplaces on one chimney. No, ma’am, it wa’n’t a rock 
chimney; that chimney was made out of homemade bricks. Master’s family 
had their cooking done in a open fireplace like everybody else for a long time, 
and then just ‘fore the big war he bought a stove. Yes, ma’am, Marse Gerald 
bought a cookstove, and us felt plumb rich ’cause there wa’n’t many folks that 
had stoves back in them days. 

Mammy lived in the old kitchen close by the big house till there got to be 
too many of us; then Marse Gerald built us a house just a little piece off from 
the big house. It was just a log house, but Master had all them cracks chinked 
tight with red mud, and he even had one of them Franklin-back chimneys 
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built to keep our little cabin nice and warm. Why, child, ain’t you never seed 
none of them old chimneys? Their backs sloped out in the middle to throw 
out the heat into the room and keep too much of it from gwine straight up the 
flue. Our beds in our cabin was corded just like them up at the big house, but 
us slept on straw ticks and, let me tell you, they sure slept good after a hard 
day’s work. 

The bestest water that ever was come from a spring right nigh our cabin, 
and us had long-handled gourds to drink it out of. Some of them gourds hung 
by the spring all the time, and there was always one or two of ‘em hanging by 
the side of our old cedar waterbucket. Sure, us had a cedar bucket, and it had 
brass hoops on it; that was some job to keep them hoops scrubbed with sand to 
make ’em bright and shiny, and they had to be clean and pretty all the time or 
Mammy would git right in behind us with a switch. Marse Gerald raised all 
them long-handled gourds that us used ’stead of the tin dippers folks has now, 
but them wa’n’t the onliest kinds of gourds he growed on his place. There was 
gourds ’most as big as waterbuckets, and they had short handles that was bent 
whilst the gourds was green, so us could hang ’em on a limb of a tree in the 
shade to keep water cool for us when us was working in the field during hot 
weather. 

I never done much field work till the war come on, ’cause Mistress was 
larning me to be a housemaid. Marse Gerald and Miss Annie never had no 
children ’cause she wa’n’t no bearing woman, but they was both mighty fond 
of little folks. On Sunday mornings Mammy used to fix us all up nice and 
clean and take us up to the big house for Marse Gerald to play with. They 
was good Christian folks and took the mostest pains to larn us children how 
to live right. Master used to ‘low as how he had done paid $500 for Caroline 
but he sure wouldn’t sell her for no price. 

Everything us needed was raised on that plantation ’cept cotton. Nary a 
stalk of cotton was growed there, but just the same our clothes was made out 
of cloth that Mistress and my mammy wove out of thread us children spun, 
and Mistress took a heap of pains making up our dresses. During the war 
everybody had to wear homespun, but there didn’t nobody have no better or 
prettier dresses than ours, cause Mistress knowed more’n anybody ’bout dyeing 
cloth. When time come to make up a batch of clothes, Mistress would say, 
“Caroline, holp me git up my things for dyeing,” and us would fetch dogwood 
bark, sumac, poison ivy, and sweet-gum bark. That poison ivy made the best 
black of anything us ever tried, and Mistress could dye the prettiest sort of 
purple with sweet-gum bark. Copperas was used to keep the colors from fading, 
and she knowed so well how to handle it that you could wash cloth what she 
had dyed all day long and it wouldn't fade a speck. 


Master was too old to go to the war, so he had to stay home, and he sure seed 
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that us done our work raising something to eat. He had us plant all our 
cleared ground, and I sure has done some hard work down in them old bottom 
lands, plowing, hoeing, pulling corn and fodder, and I’s even cut cordwood 
and split rails. Them was hard times, and everybody had to work. 

Sometimes Marse Gerald would be away a week at a time when he went to 
court at Jefferson, and the very last thing he said ’fore he driv off always was, 
“Caroline, you and the children take good care of Mistress.” He ’most always 
fetched us new shoes when he come back, ’cause he never kept no shoemaker 
man on our place, and all our shoes was store-bought. They was just brogans 
with brass toes, but us felt powerful dressed up when us got ‘em on, ’specially 
when they was new and the brass was bright and shiny. There was nine of us 
children, four boys and five gals. Us gals had plain cotton dresses made with 
long sleeves, and us wore big sunbonnets. What would gals say now if they 
had to wear them sort of clothes and do work like what us done? Little boys 
didn’t wear nothing but long shirts in summertime, but come winter everybody 
had good warm clothes made out of wool off of Marse Gerald’s own sheep, and 
boys, even little tiny boys, had britches in winter. 

Did you ever see folks shear sheep, child? Well, it was a sight in them days. 
Master would tie a sheep on the scaffold, what he had done built for that job, 
and then he would have me set on the sheep’s head whilst he cut off the wool. 
He sont it to the factory to have it carded into bats, and us children spun the 
thread at home and Mammy and Mistress wove it into cloth for our winter 
clothes. Nobody wa’n’t fixed up better on church days than Master’s niggers, 
and he was sure proud of that. 

Us went to church with our white folks cause there wa’n’t no colored 
churches them days. None of the churches round our part of the country had 
meeting every Sunday, so us went to three different meeting houses. On the 
first Sunday us went to Captain Crick Baptist Church, to Sandy Crick Pres- 
byterian Church on second Sundays, and on third Sundays meeting was at 
Antioch Methodist Church where Master and Mistress was members. They 
put me under the watch-care of their church when I was a mighty little gal, 
‘cause my white folks sure believed in the church and in living for God; the 
larning that them two good old folks gimme is done stayed right with me all 
through life, so far, and I aims to live by it to the end. I didn’t sure ’nough jine 
up with no church till I was done growed up and had left Marse Gerald; then 
I jined the Cedar Grove Baptist Church and was baptized there, and there's 
where I belongs yet. 

Master was too old to work when they sot us free, so for a long time us just 
stayed there and run his place for him. I never seed none of them Yankee 
soldiers but one time. Master was off in Jefferson, and while I was down at the 
washplace I seed ‘bout twelve men come riding over the hill. I was sure scared; 
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and when I run and told Mistress, she made us all come inside her house and 
lock all the doors. Them Yankee mens just rode on through our yard down to 
the river and stayed there a little while; then they turned around and rid back 
through our yard and on down the big road, and us never seed ’em no more. 

Soon after they was sot free, niggers started up churches of they own, and it 
was some sight to see and hear ’em on meeting days. They would go in big 
crowds, and sometimes they would go to meetings a far piece off. They was all 
fixed up in their Sunday clothes, and they walked barefoots with their shoes 
acrost their shoulders to keep ’em from gitting dirty. Just “fore they got to the 
church they stopped and put on their shoes, and then they was ready to git 
together to hear the preacher. 

Folks don’t know nothing "bout hard times now, ’specially young folks; they 
is on the gravy train and don’t know it, but they is headed straight for ’struction 
and perdition; they’s gwine to land in that burning fire if they don’t mind what 
they’s about. Just trust in the Lord, honey, and cast your troubles on Him and 
He'll stay with you, but if you turns your back on Him, then you is lost, plumb 
gone, just as sure as shelled corn. 

When us left Marse Gerald and moved nigh Athens, he got a old nigger 
named Egypt, what had a big family, to live on his place and do all the work. 
Old Master didn’t last long after us was gone. One night he had done let his 
farm hands have a big corn-shucking and had seed that they had plenty of sup- 
per and liquor to go with it and, as was the custom them days, some of them 
niggers got Old Master up on their shoulders and toted him up to the big 
house, singing as they went along. He was just as gay as they was, and joked 
the boys. When they put him down on the big house porch he told Old Mis- 
tress he didn’t want no supper ’cept a little coffee and bread, and he strangled 
on the first bite. Mistress sont for the doctor, but he was too nigh gone, and it 
wa’n’t long ’fore he had done gone into the glory of the next world. He was 
‘bout ninety-five years old when he died, and he had sure been a good man. 
One of my nieces and her husband went there after Marse Gerald died and 
took care of Mistress till she went home to glory too. 

Mammy followed Old Mistress to glory in ’bout three years. Us was living 
on the Johnson place then, and it wa’n’t long ’fore me and George Kinney got 
married. A white preacher married us, but us didn’t have no wedding celebra- 
tion. Us moved to the Joe Langford place in Oconee County but didn’t stay 
there but one year; then us moved ’crost the crick into Clarke County, and 
after us farmed there nine years, us moved on to this here place where us has 
been ever since. Plain old farming is the most us is ever done, but George used 
to make some mighty nice chairs to sell to the white folks. He made ’em out 
of hickory what he seasoned just right and put rye split bottoms in em. Them 
chairs lasted a lifetime; when they got dirty, you just washed ‘em good and sot 
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‘em in the sun to dry, and they was good as new. George sold a lot of rugs and 
mats that he made out of plaited shucks. Most everybody kept a shuck footmat 
fore their front doors. The sunhats made out of shucks and bulrushes was 
mighty fine to wear in the field when the sun was hot. Not long after all ten of 
our children was borned, George died out and left me with them five boys and 
five gals. 

Some old witch-man conjured me into marrying Jordan Jackson. That’s 
the blessed truth, honey; a fortuneteller is done told me how it was done. I 
didn’t want to have nothing to do with Jordan ’cause I knowed he was just a 
no-’count old drinking man that just wanted my land and stuff. When he 
couldn’t get me to pay him no heed hisself, he went to a old conjure man and 
got him to put a spell on me. Honey, didn’t you know they could do that back 
in them days? I knows they could, ’cause I never woulda run round with no 
nigger and married him if I hadn’t been witched by that conjure business. 
The good Lord sure punishes folks for their sins on this earth, and that old 
man what put that spell on me died and went down to burning hell, and it 
wa'n’t long then ’fore the spell left me. 

Right then I showed that no-’count Jordan Jackson that I was a good woman, 
a powerful sight above him, and that he wa’n’t gwine to git none of this land 
what my children’s daddy had done left ’em. When I just stood right up to 
him and showed him he wa’n’t gwine to outwhack me, he up and left me, and 
I don’t even use his name no more ’cause I don’t want it in my business no way 
a-tall. Jordan’s done paid his debt now since he died and went down in that big 
old burning hell ‘long with the old witch-man that conjured me for him. 

Yes, honey, the Lord done put it on record that there is sure a burning place 
for torment, and didn’t my master and mistress larn me the same thing? I sure 
does thank ’em to this day for the pains they took with the little nigger gal 
that growed up to be me, trying to show her the right road to travel. Oh! if I 
could just see em one more time! But they can look down from the glory land 
and see that I’s still trying to follow the road that leads to where they is, and 
when I gits to that good and better world I just knows the Good Lord will let 
this aged woman be with her dear master and mistress all through the time to 


CATO ——: ALABAMA 


I’m home today ’cause my little old dog is lost, and I has to stay round to 
hunt for him. I been going every c-y on the truck to the cotton patches. I don’t 
pick no more, ‘count my hands git too tired and begin to cramp on me. But I 
go and set in the field and watch the lunches for the other hands. 

I am a hundred one years old, ’cause I’s twenty-eight, going on twenty-nine, 
a man growned, when the breaking-up come. I’m pretty old, but my folks live 
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that way. My old black mammy lived to be a hundred twenty-five, and my 
white massa—which was the brother of my daddy—lived to be a hundred four. 
He ain’t been so long died. My own daddy lived to be very ageable, but I don’t 
know when he died. 

Back in Alabama, Missy Angela took me when I was past my creeping days 
to live in the big house with the white folks. I had a room built on the big 
house, where I stayed, and they was always good to me, ’cause I’s one of their 
blood. They never hit me a lick or slapped me once, and they told me they'd 
never sell me away from them. They was the best-quality white folks and lived 
in a big, two-story house with a big hall what run all the way through the 
house. They wasn’t rough as some white folks on their niggers. 

My mammy lived in a hewn-oak log cabin in the quarters. There was a long 
row of cabins, some bigger than t’others, ’count of family size. My massa had 
over eighty head of slaves. Them little old cabins was cozy, cause we chinked 
em with mud and they had stick chimneys daubed with mud, mixed with 
hog-hair. 

The fixings was just plain things. The beds was draw-beds—wooden bed- 
steads helt together with ropes drawed tight, to hold them. We scalded moss 
and buried it awhile and stuffed it into ticking to make mattresses. Them beds 
slept good, better’n the ones nowadays. 

There was a good fireplace for cooking, and Sundays Missy give us niggers 
a pint of flour and a chicken, for to cook a mess of victuals. Then there was 
plenty game to find. Many a time I’ve kilt seventy-five or eighty squirrels out 
of one big beech. There was lots of deer and bears and quails and every other 
kind of game, but when they run the Indians out of the country, the game just 
followed the Indians. I’ve seed the biggest herds of deer following the way the 
Indians drifted. Whenever the Indians left, the game all left with them, for 
some reason ] dunno. 

Talking ’bout victuals, our eating was good. Can’t says the same for all places. 
Some of the plantations half-starved their niggers and ‘lowanced out their 
eating till they wasn’t fitting for work. They had to slip about to niggers on 
other places to piece out their meals. They had field calls and other kinds of 
whoops and hollers, what had a meaning to ’em. 

Our place was fifteen hundred acres in one block, and ’sides the crops of 
cotton and corn and rice and ribbon cane we raised in the bottoms, we had 
vegetables and sheep and beef. We dried the beef on scaffolds we built, and I 
used to tend it. But best of anything to eat, I liked a big fat coon, and I always 
liked honey. Some the niggers had little garden patches they tended for them- 
selves. 

Everything I tells you am the truth, but they’s plenty I can’t tell you. I heard 
plenty things from my mammy and grandpappy. He was a fine diver and used 
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to dive in the Alabama River for things what was wrecked out of boats, and 
the white folks would git him to go down for things they wanted. They’d let 
him down by a rope to find things on the bottom of the riverbed. He used to 
git a piece of money for doing it. 

My grandmammy was a juksie, ’cause her mammy was a nigger and her 
daddy a Choctaw Indian. That’s what makes me so mixed up with Indian and 
African and white blood. Sometimes it mattered to me, sometimes it didn’t. 
It don’t no more, ’cause I’m not too far from the end of my days. 

I had one brother and one sister I helped raise. They was mostly nigger. My 
white folks told me never to worry ‘bout them, though, ’cause my mammy was 
of their blood and all of us in our family would never be sold, and sometime 
they’d make free men and women of us. My brother and sister lived with the 
niggers, though. 

I was trained for a houseboy and to tend the cows. The bears was so bad then, 
a ’sponsible person who could carry a gun had to look after them. 

My massa used to give me a little money ‘long, to buy what I wanted. I 
always bought fine clothes. In the summer when I was a little one, I wore 
lowerings, like the rest of the niggers. That was things made from cotton 
sacking. Most of the boys wore shirttails till they was big yearlings. When they 
bought me red russets from the town, I cried and cried. I didn’t want to wear 
no rawhide shoes. So they took ’em back. They had a weakness for my crying. 
I did have plenty fine clothes, good woolen suits they spinned on the place, 
and doeskins and fine linens. I druv in the carriage with the white folks and 
was ‘bout the most dudish nigger in them parts. 

I used to tend the nursling thread. The reason they called it that was when 
the mammies was confined with babies having to suck, they had to spin. I’d 
take them the thread and bring it back to the house when it was spinned. If 
they didn’t spin seven or eight cuts a day, they'd git a whupping. It was con- 
siderable hard on a woman when she had a fretting baby. But every morning 
them babies had to be took to the big house, so the white folks could see if 
they’s dressed right. They was money tied up in little nigger young-uns. 

They whupped the women and they whupped the mens. I used to work some 
in the tannery, and we made the whups. They’d tie them down to a stob, and 
give ‘em the whupping. Some niggers, it taken four men to whup ‘em, but 
they got it. The nigger driver was meaner than the white folks. They'd better 
not leave a blade of grass in the rows. I seed ’em beat a nigger half a day to 
make him ’fess up to stealing a sheep or a shoat. Or they’d whup ‘em for run- 
ning away, but not so hard if they come back of their own ’cordance when they 
got hungry and sick in the swamps. But when they had to run ’em down with 
the nigger dogs, they'd git in bad trouble. 


My massa never did have any real ’corrigible niggers, but I heard of ’em 
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plenty on other places. When they was real ’corrigible, the white folks said they 
was like mad dogs and didn’t mind to kill them so much as killing a sheep. 
They'd take ’em to the graveyard and shoot ’em down and bury ’em face 
downward, with their shoes on. I never seed it done, but they made some the 
niggers go for a lesson to them that they could git the same. 

But I didn’t even have to carry a pass to leave my own place, like the other 
niggers. I had a cap with a sign on it: “Don’t bother this nigger, or there will 
be hell to pay.” I went after the mail, in the town. It come in coaches and they 
put on fresh hosses at Pineapple. The coachman run the hosses into Pineapple 
with a big to-do and blowing the bugle to git the fresh hosses ready. I got the 
mail. I was a trusty all my days and never been ’rested by the law to this day. 

I never had no complaints for my treatment, but some the niggers hated 
syrup-making time, ‘cause when they had to work till midnight making syrup, 
it’s four o’clock up, just the same. Sunup to sundown was for field niggers. 

Corn-shucking was fun. Them days no corn was put in the cribs with shucks 
on it. They shucked it in the field and shocked the fodder. They did it by sides 
and all hands out. A beef was kilt, and they’d have a regular picnic feasting. 
They was plenty whiskey for the niggers, just like Christmas. 

Christmas was the big day. Presents for everybody, and the baking and pre- 
paring went on for days. The little ones and the big ones were glad, ’specially 
the nigger mens, ‘count of plenty good whiskey. Massa Cal got the best 
whiskey for his niggers. 

We used to have frolics, too. Some niggers had fiddles and played the reels, 
and niggers love to dance and sing and eat. 

‘Course niggers had their serious side, too. They loved to go to church and 
had a little log chapel for worship. But I went to the white folks’ church. In 
the chapel some nigger mens preached from the Bible but couldn’t read a line 
no more than a sheep could. My white folks didn’t mind their niggers praying 
and singing hymns, but some places wouldn’t ‘low them to worship a-tall, and 
they had to put their heads in pots to sing or pray. 

Most the niggers I know, who had their marriage put in the book, did it after 
the breaking-up, plenty after they had growed children. When they got mar- 
ried on the places, mostly they just jumped over a broom and that made ’em 
married. Sometimes one the white folks read a little out of the Scriptures to 
"em, and they felt more married. 

Take me, I was never one for sickness. But the slaves used to git sick. There 
was jaundice in them bottoms. First off they’d give some castor oil, and if that 
didn’t cure, they’d give blue mass. Then if he was still sick they’d git a doctor. 

They used to cry the niggers off just like so much cattle, and we didn’t think 
no different of it. I seed them put them on the block and brag on them some- 
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thing big. Everybody liked to hear them cry off niggers. The crier was a 
clown and made funny talk and kept everybody laughing. 

When Massa and the other mens on the place went off to war, he called me 
and said, “Cato, you’s always been a ‘sponsible man, and I leave you to look 
after the women and the place. If I don’t come back, I want you to always stay 
by Missy Angela!” I said, “’Fore God, I will, Massa Cal.” He said, “Then I can 
go away peaceable.” 

We thought for a long time the soldiers had the Federals whupped to pieces, 
but there was plenty bad times to go through. I carried a gun and guarded the 
place at nighttime. The paddyrollers [night riders? | was bad. I cotched one 
and took him to the house more’n once. They wore black caps and put black 
rags over their faces and was always skullduggerying round at night. We 
didn’t use torches any more when we went round at night, ‘cause we was 
afeared. We put out all the fires round the house at nighttime. 

The young mens in grey uniforms used to pass so gay and singing, in the 
big road. Their clothes was good, and we used to feed them the best we had on 
the place. Missy Angela would say, “Cato, they is our boys and give them the 
best this place ’fords.” We taken out the hams and the wine and kilt chickens 
for them. That was at first. 

Then the boys and mens in blue got to coming that way, and they was fine- 
looking men, too. Missy Angela would cry and say, “Cato, they is just mens 
and boys, and we got to feed them, too.” We had a pavilion built in the yard, 
like they had at picnics, and we fed the Federals in that. Missy Angela set in to 
crying and says to the Yankees, “Don’t take Cato. He is the only nigger man I 
got by me now. If you take Cato, I just don’t know what I'll do.” I tells them 
soldiers I got to stay by Missy Angela so long as I live. The Yankee mens say 
to her, “Don’t ’sturb youself, we ain’t gwine to take Cato or harm nothing of 
yours,” The reason they’s all right by us was ‘cause we prepared for them, but 
with some folks they was rough something terrible. They taken off their 
hosses and corn. 

I seed the trees bend low and shake all over and heard the roar and popping 
of cannon balls. There was springs not too far from our place, and the soldiers 
used to camp there and build a fire and cook a mule, ’cause they’d got down to 
starvation. When some of the guerrillas seed the fire they'd aim to it, and many 
a time they spoiled that dinner for them soldiers. The Yankees did it, and our 
boys did it, too. There was killing going on so terrible, like people was dogs. 

Massa Cal come back, and he was all wore out and ragged. He soon called all 
the niggers to the front yard and says, “Mens and womens, you are today as 
free as I am. You are free to do as you like, ’cause the damned Yankees done 
‘creed you are. They ain’t a nigger on my place what was born here or ever 
lived here who can’t stay here and work and eat to the end of his days, as long 
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as this old place will raise peas and goobers. Go if you wants, and stay if you 
wants.” Some of the niggers stayed and some went, and some what had run 
away to the North come back. They always called, real humble-like, at the 
back gate to Missy Angela, and she always fixed it up with Massa Cal they 
could have a place. 

Near the close of the war I seed some folks leaving for Texas. They said if 
the Federals won the war, they’d have to live in Texas to keep slaves. So plenty 
started drifting their slaves to the West. They’d pass with the womens riding 
in the wagons and the mens on foot. Some took slaves to Texas after the Fed- 
erals done ’creed the breaking-up. 

Long as I lived, I minded what my white folks told me, ’cept one time. They 
was a nigger working in the field, and he kept jerking the mules and Massa 
Cal got mad, and he give me a gun and said, “Go out there and kill that man.” 
I said, “Massa Cal, please don’t tell me that. I ain’t never kilt nobody, and I 
don’t want to.” He said, “Cato, you do what I tell you.” He meant it. I went out 
to the nigger and said, “You has got to leave this minute, and I is, too, ’cause I 
is ‘spose to kill you, only I ain’t, and Massa Cal will kill me.” He drops the 
harness, and we run and crawled through the fence and ran away. 

I hated to go, ‘cause things was so bad, and flour sold for $25 a barrel, and 
pickled pork for $15 a barrel. You couldn’t buy nothing lessen with gold. I had 
plenty of "Federate money, only it wouldn’t buy nothing. 

But today I is a old man, and my hands ain’t stained with no blood. I is 
always been glad I didn’t kill that man. 

Mules run to a terrible price then. A right puny pair of mules sold for $500. 
But the Yankees give me a mule, and I farmed a year for a white man and 
watched a herd of mules, too. I stayed with them mules till four o’clock even 
Sundays. So many scoundrels was going ’bout, stealing mules. 

That year I was bound out by ’greement with the white man, and I made 
$360. The bureau come by that year looking at niggers’ contracts, to see they 
didn’t git skunt out their rightful wages. My white folks didn’t stay mad at me, 
and every Sunday they come by to see me and brung me little delicate things to 
eat. 

They said a hundred times they regretted they never larned me to read or 
write, and they said my daddy done put up $500 for me to go to the New Allison 
school for colored folks. Miss Benson, a Yankee, was the teacher. I was 
twenty-nine years old and just starting in the blue-back speller. I went to 
school a while, but one morning at ten o’clock my poor old mammy come by 
and called me out. She told me she got put out, ‘cause she too old to work in 
the field. I told her not to worry, that I’m the family man now, and she didn’t 
never need to git any more three-quarter hand wages no more. 

So I left school and turnt my hand to anything I could find for years. I never 
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had no trouble finding work, ’cause all the white folks knowed Cato was a 
good nigger. I left my mammy with some fine white folks, and she raised a 
whole family of children for them. Their name was Bryan, and they lived on a 
little bayou. Them younguns was crazy bout Mammy, and they’d send me 
word not to worry about her, ’cause she’d have the best of care and when she 
died they’d tend to her burying. 

Finally I come to Texas, ’cause I thought there was money for the taking 
out here. I got a job splitting rails for two years, and from then on I farmed, 
mostly. I married a woman and lived with her forty-seven years, rain or shine. 
We had thirteen children, and eight of them is living today. 

Enduring the big war I got worried ‘bout my little black mammy, and I 
wanted to go back home and see her and the old places. I went, and she was 
shriveled up to not much of anything. That’s the last time I saw her. But for 
forty-four years I didn’t forget to send her things I thought she’d want. I saw 
Massa Cal, and he done married after I left and raised a family of children. I 
saw Missy Angela and she was a old woman. We went out and looked at the 
tombstones and the rock markers in the graveyard on the old place, and some 
of them done near melted away. I looked good at lots of things, ’cause I knowed 
I wouldn’t be that way ’gain. So many had gone on since I’d been there before. 

After my first wife died I married ’gain, and my wife is a good woman, but 
she’s old and done lost her voice and has to be in Terrell most the time. But I 
git ‘long all right, ‘cept my hands cramps some. 

.... 1 lived through plenty and I lived a long time..... 


JENNY PROCTOR: ALABAMA 


I’s hear tell of them good slave days, but I ain’t never seen no good times 
then. My mother’s name was Lisa, and when I was a very small child I hear 
that driver going from cabin to cabin as early as 3 o'clock in the morning, and 
when he comes to our cabin he say, “Lisa, Lisa, git up from there and git that 
breakfast.” My mother, she was cook, and I don’t recollect nothing ‘bout my 
father. If I had any brothers and sisters I didn’t know it. We had old ragged 
huts made out of poles and some of the cracks chinked up with mud and moss 
and some of them wasn’t. We didn’t have no good beds, just scaffolds nailed up 
to the wall out of poles and the old ragged bedding throwed on them. That sure 
was hard sleeping, but even that feel good to our weary bones after them long 
hard days’ work in the field. I ‘tended to the children when I was a little gal 
and tried to clean the house just like Old Miss tells me to. Then soon as I was 
ten years old, Old Master, he say, “Git this here nigger to that cotton patch.” 

I recollects once when I was trying to clean the house like Old Miss tell me, 
I finds a biscuit, and I’s so hungry I et it, cause we never see such a thing as 
a biscuit only sometimes on Sunday morning. We just have corn bread and 
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syrup and sometimes fat bacon, but when I et that biscuit and she comes in 
and say, “Where that biscuit?” I say, “Miss, I et it cause I’s so hungry.” Then 
she grab that broom and start to beating me over the head with it and calling 
me low-down nigger, and I guess I just clean lost my head ’cause 1 knowed 
better than to fight her if I knowed anything ’t all, but I start to fight her, and 
the driver, he comes in and he grabs me and starts beating me with that cat-o’- 
nine-tails,’ and he beats me till I fall to the floor nearly dead. He cut my back all 
to pieces, then they rubs salt in the cuts for more punishment. Lord, Lord, 
honey! Them was awful days. When Old Master come to the house, he say, 
“What you beat that nigger like that for?” And the driver tells him why, and 
he say, “She can’t work now for a week. She pay for several biscuits in that 
time.” He sure was mad, and he tell Old Miss she start the whole mess. I still 
got them scars on my old back right now, just like my grandmother have when 
she die, and I’s a-carrying mine right on to the grave just like she did. 

Our master, he wouldn’t ‘low us to go fishing—he say that too easy on a 
nigger and wouldn’t ‘low us to hunt none either—but sometime we slips off at 
night and catch possums. And when Old Master smells them possums cooking 
‘way in the night, he wraps up in a white sheet and gits in the chimney corner 
and scratch on the wall, and when the man in the cabin goes to the door and 
say, “Who’s that?” he say, “It’s me, what’s ye cooking in there?” and the man 
say, “I’s cooking possum.” He say, “Cook him and bring me the hindquarters 
and you and the wife and the children eat the rest.” We never had no chance to 
git any rabbits ’cept when we was a-clearing and grubbing the new ground. 
Then we catch some rabbits, and if they looks good to the white folks they takes 
them and if they no good the niggers git them. We never had no gardens. 
Sometimes the slaves git vegetables from the white folks’ garden and some- 
times they didn’t. 

Money? Uh-uh! We never seen no money. Guess we’d-a bought something 
to eat with it if we ever seen any. Fact is, we wouldn’t-a knowed hardly how to 
bought anything, ‘cause we didn’t know nothing ’bout going to town. 

They spinned the cloth what our clothes was made of, and we had straight 
dresses or slips made of lowell. Sometimes they dye ’em with sumac berries or 
sweet-gum bark, and sometimes they didn’t. On Sunday they make all the 
children change, and what we wears till we gits our clothes washed was gunny 
sacks with holes cut for our head and arms. We didn’t have no shoes ’cepting 
some homemade moccasins, and we didn’t have them till we was big children. 
The little children they goes naked till they was big enough to work. They was 
soon big enough though, ’cording to our master. We had red flannel for winter 
underclothes. Old Miss she say a sick nigger cost more than the flannel. 


* A big leather whip, branching into nine tails. 
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Weddings? Uh-uh! We just steps over the broom and we’s married. Ha! 
Ha! Ha! 

Old Master he had a good house. The logs was all hewed off smooth-like, 
and the cracks all fixed with nice chinking, plumb ’spectable-looking even to 
the plank floors. That was something. He didn’t have no big plantation, but he 
keeps ’bout three hundred slaves in them litte huts with dirt floors. I thinks he 
calls it four farms what he had. 

Sometimes he would sell some of the slaves off of that big auction block to 
the highest bidder when he could git enough for one. 

When he go to sell a slave, he feed that one good for a few days, then when 
he goes to put ‘em up on the auction block he takes a meat skin and greases all 
round that nigger’s mouth and makes ’em look like they been eating plenty 
meat and such like and was good and strong and able to work. Sometimes he 
sell the babes from the breast, and then again he sell the mothers from the babes 
and the husbands and the wives, and so on. He wouldn't let em holler much 
when the folks be sold away. He say, “I have you whupped if you don’t hush.” 
They sure loved their six children though. They wouldn’t want nobody buying 
them. 

We might-a done very well if the old driver hadn’t been so mean, but the 
least little thing we do he beat us for it and put big chains round our ankles 
and make us work with them on till the blood be cut out all around our ankles. 
Some of the masters have what they call stockades and puts their heads and 
feet and arms through holes in a big board out in the hot sun, but our old 
driver he had a bull pen. That’s only thing like a jail he had. When a slave do 
anything he didn’t like, he takes ’em in that bull pen and chains ’em down, 
face up to the sun, and leaves ’em there till they nearly dies. 

None of us was ‘lowed to see a book or try to learn. They say we git smarter 
than they was if we learn anything, but we slips around and gits hold of that 
Webster’s old blue-back speller and we hides it till way in the night and then 
we lights a little pine torch,” and studies that spelling book. We learn it too. 
I can read some now and write a little too. 

They wasn’t no church for the slaves, but we goes to the white folks’ arbor on 
Sunday evening, and a white man he gits up there to preach to the niggers. He 
say, “Now I takes my text, which is, Nigger obey your master and your mis- 
tress, cause what you git from them here in this world am all you ever going 
to git, ‘cause you just like the hogs and the other animals—when you dies you 
ain’t no more, after you been throwed in that hole.” I guess we believed that 
for a while ‘cause we didn’t have no way finding out different. We didn’t see 
no Bibles. 


* Several long splinters of rich pine, of a lasting quality and making a bright light. 
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Sometimes a slave would run away and just live wild in the woods, but 
most times they catch ’em and beats ’em, then chains ’em down in the sun till 
they nearly die. The only way any slaves on our farm ever goes anywhere was 
when the boss sends him to carry some news to another plantation or when we 
slips off way in the night. Sometimes after all the work was done a bunch 
would have it made up to slip out down to the creek and dance. We sure have 
fun when we do that, most times on Saturday night. 

All the Christmas we had was Old Master would kill a hog and give us a 
piece of pork, We thought that was something, and the way Christmas lasted 
was ‘cording to the big sweet-gum backlog what the slaves would cut and put 
in the fireplace. When that burned out, the Christmas was over. So you know 
we all keeps a-looking the whole year round for the biggest sweet gum we 
could find. When we just couldn’t find the sweet gum, we git oak, but it 
wouldn’t last long enough, ’bout three days on average, when we didn’t have to 
work. Old Master he sure pile on them pine knots, gitting that Christmas over 
so we could git back to work. 

We had a few little games we play, like Peep Squirrel Peep, You Can’t Catch 
Me, and such like. We didn’t know nothing ’bout no New Year’s Day or holi- 
days ‘cept Christmas. 

We had some corn-shuckings sometimes, but the white folks gits the fun and 
the nigger gits the work. We didn’t have no kind of cotton-pickings ’cept just 
pick our own cotton. I’s can hear them darkies now, going to the cotton patch 
’way ‘fore day a-singing “Peggy, does you love me now?” 

One old man he sing: 


Saturday night and Sunday too 
Young gals on my mind. 
Monday morning ’way ’fore day 
Old Master got me gwine. 
Peggy, does you love me now? 


Then he whoops a sort of nigger holler, what nobody can do just like them 
old-time darkies, then on he goes: 


Possum up a ’simmon tree, 
Rabbit on the ground. 

Lord, Lord, possum, 

Shake them ’simmons down. 
Peggy, does you love me now? 
Rabbit up a gum stump, 
Possum up a holler. 

Git him out, little boy 

And I gives you half a dollar. 
Peggy, does you love me now? 


We didn’t have much looking after when we git sick. We had to take the 
worst stuff in the world for medicine, just so it was cheap. That old blue mass 
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and bitter apple would keep us out all night. Sometimes he have the doctor 
when he thinks we going to die, ‘cause he say he ain’t got anyone to lose, then 
that calomel what that doctor would give us would pretty nigh kill us. Then 
they keeps all kinds of lead bullets and asafetida balls round our necks, and 
some carried a rabbit foot with them all the time to keep off evil of any kind. 

Lord, Lord, honey! It seems impossible that any of us ever lived to see that 
day of freedom, but thank God we did. 

When Old Master comes down in the cotton patch to tell us bout being free, 
he say, “I hates to tell you, but I knows I’s got to—you is free, just as free as me 
or anybody else what’s white.” We didn’t hardly know what he means. We 
just sort of huddle round together like scared rabbits, but after we knowed 
what he mean, didn’t many of us go, ’cause we didn’t know where to of went. 
Old Master he say he give us the woods land and half of what we make on it, 
and we could clear it and work it or starve. Well, we didn’t know hardly what 
to do ’cause he just gives us some old dull hoes and axes to work with; but we 
all went to work, and as we cut down the trees and the poles he tells us to build 
the fence round the field and we did, and when we plants the corn and the 
cotton we just plant all the fence corners full too, and I never seen so much 
stuff grow in all my born days. Several ears of corn to the stalk, and them big 
cotton stalks was a-laying over on the ground. Some of the old slaves they say 
they believe the Lord knew something "bout niggers after all. He lets us put 
corn in his crib, and then we builds cribs and didn’t take long ’fore we could 
buy some hosses and some mules and some good hogs. Them mangy hogs what 
our master give us the first year was plumb good hogs after we grease them and 
scrub them with lye soap. He just give us the ones he thought was sure to die, 
but we was a-gitting going now, and "fore long we was a-building better houses 
and feeling kind of happy-like. After Old Master dies, we keeps hearing talk 
of Texas, and me and my old man—I’s done been married several years then 
and had one little boy—well, we gits in our covered wagon with our little 
mules hitched to it, and we comes to Texas. We worked as sharecroppers 
around Buffalo, Texas, till my old man he died. My boy was nearly grown 
then, so he wants to come to San Angelo and work, so here we is. He done 
been married long time now and git six children. Some of them work at hotels 
and cafés and filling stations and in homes. 


ALLEN V. MANNING: MISSISSIPPI, LOUISIANA, AND TEXAS 


I was born in slavery, and I belonged to a Baptist preacher. Until I was fifteen 
years old I was taught that I was his own chattel-property and he could do 
with me like he wanted to, but he had been taught that way, too, and we both 
believed it. I never did hold nothing against him for being hard on Negroes 
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sometimes, and I don’t think I ever would of had any trouble even if I had of 
growed up and died in slavery..... 

Like I say, my master was a preacher and a kind man, but he treated the 
Negroes just like they treated him. He been taught that they was just like his 
work hosses, and if they act like they his work hosses they git along all right. 
But if they don’t—oh, oh! 

Old Master didn’t have any overseer hired, but him and his boys looked after 
the place and had a Negro we called the driver. We-all sure hated that old 
black man, but I forget his name now. That driver never was allowed to think 
up nothing for the slaves to do but just was told to make them work hard at 
what the master and his boys told them to do. White folks had to set them at a 
job, and then old driver would whoopity and whoopity around, and egg them 
and egg them until they finish up, so they can go at something else. He worked 
hard hisself, though, and set a mighty hard pattern for the rest to keep up with. 
Like I say, he been taught he didn’t know how to think, so he didn’t try. 

Old Mistress’ name was Mary, and they had two daughters, Levia and 
Betty. Then they had three sons. The oldest was named Bill Junior, and he was 
plumb grown when I was a boy, but the other two, Jedson and Jim, was just a 
little older than me. 

Old Master didn’t have but two or three single Negroes, but he had several 
families, and most of them was big ones. My own family was pretty good size, 
but three of the children was born free. Pappy’s name was William and Mam- 
my’s was Lucy. My brother Joe was the oldest child, and then come Adeline, 
Harriet, and Texana, and Betty before the surrender, and then Henry, Mattie, 
and Louisa after it. 

When the war come along, Old Master just didn’t know what to do. He 
always been taught not to raise his hand up and kill nobody—no matter how 
come—and he just kept holding out against all them that was talking about 
fighting, and he wouldn’t go and fight. He been taught that it was all right to - 
have slaves and treat them like he want to, but he been taught it was sinful to 
go fight and kill to keep them, and he lived up to what he been taught. 

They was some Choctaw people lived round there, and they flew up and 
went right off to the war, and Mr. Trot Hand and Mr. Joe Brown that had 
plantations on the big road toward Quitman both went off with their grown 
boys right at the start, but Old Master was a preacher, and he just stayed 
out of it. I remember one day I was sent up to the big house, and I heard 
Old Master and some men out at the gate *xpounding about the war. Some 
of the men had on soldier clothes, and they acted like they was mad. Some- 
body tell me later on that they was getting up a home guard because the 
Yankees done got down in Alabama not far away, but Old Master wouldn’t go 
in with them. 
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Two-three days after that, it seems like, Old Master come down to the 
quarters and say, “Git everything bundled up and in the wagons for a long 
trip.” The Negroes all come in, and everybody pitch in to help pack up the 
wagons. Then Old Master look around and he can’t find Andy. Andy was 
one Negro that never did act like he been taught, and Old Master’s patience 
about wore out with him anyways. 

We all know that Andy done run off again, but we didn’t know where to. 
Leastwise all the Negroes tell Old Master that. But Old Master soon show 
us we done the work and he done the thinking! He just goes ahead and 
keeps all the Negroes busy fixing up the wagons and bundling up the stuff 
to travel, and keeps us all in his sight all the time, and says nothing about 
Andy being gone. 

Then that night he sends for a white man name Clements that got some 
bloodhounds, and him and Mr. Clements takes time about staying awake 
and watching all the cabins to see nobody slips out of them. Everybody was 
afraid to stick their head out. 

Early next morning we has all the wagons ready to drive right off, and 
Old Master call Andy’s brother up to him. He say, “You go down to that 
spring and wait, and when Andy come down to the spring to fill that cedar 
bucket you stole outen the smokehouse for him to git water in, you tell him 
to come on in here. Tell him I know he is hiding out ’way down the branch 
where he can come up wading the water clean up to the cornfield and the 
melon patch, so the hounds won’t git his scent, but I’m going to send the 
hounds down there if he don’t come on in right now.” Then we all knowed 
we was for the work and Old Master was for the thinking, ’cause pretty soon 
Andy come on in. He’d been right where Old Master think he is. 

About that time Mr. Sears come riding down the big road. He was a 
deacon in Old Master’s church, and he see us all packed up to leave, and so he 
light at the big gate and walk up to where we is. He ask Old Master where we 
all lighting out for, and Old Master say for Louisiana. We Negroes don’t know 
where that is. Then Old Deacon say what Old Master going to do with Andy, 
‘cause there stood Mr. Clements holding his bloodhounds and Old Master had 
his cat-o’-nine-tails in his hand. 

Old Master say just watch him, and he tell Andy if he can make it to that 
big black-gum tree down at the gate before the hounds git him, he can stay 
right up in that tree and watch us sll drive off. Then he tell Andy to git! 

Poor Andy just git hold of the bottom limbs when the bloodhounds grab 
him and pull him down onto the ground. Time Old Master and Mr. Clements 
git down there, the hounds done tore off all Andy’s clothes and bit him all 
over bad. He was rolling on the ground and holding his shirt up round his 
throat when Mr. Clements git there and pull the hounds off of him. 
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Then Old Master light in on him with that cat-o’-nine-tails, and I don’t 
know how many lashes he give him, but he just bloody all over and done 
fainted pretty soon. Old Deacon Sears stand it as long as he can and then he 
step up and grab Old Master’s arm and say, “Time to stop, Brother! I’m 
speaking in the name of Jesus!” Old Master quit then, but he still powerful 
mad. I don’t think he believe Andy going to make that tree when he tell him 
that. 

Then he turn on Andy’s brother and give him a good beating too, and we all 
drive off and leave Andy setting on the ground under a tree and Old Deacon 
standing by him. I don’t know what ever become of Andy, but I reckon maybe 
he went and live with Old Deacon Sears until he was free. 

When I think and remember it, it all seems kind of strange, but it seem like 
Old Master and Old Deacon both think the same way. They kind of under- 
stand that Old Master had a right to beat his Negro all he wanted to for 
running off, and he had a right to set the hounds on him if he did. But he 
shouldn’t of beat him so hard after he told him he was going let him off if he 
made the tree, and he ought to keep his word even if Andy was his own slave. 
That’s the way both them white men had been taught, and that was the way 
they both lived. 

Old Master had about five wagons on that trip down into Louisiana, but 
they was all full of stuff and only the old slaves and children could ride in 
them. I was big enough to walk most of the time, but one time I walked in the 
sun so long that I got sick, and they put me in the wagon for most the rest of 
the way. 

We would come to places where the people said the Yankees had been and 
gone, but we didn’t run into any Yankees. They was most to the north of us, 
I reckon, because we went on down to the south part of Mississippi and ferried 
across the big river at Baton Rouge. Then we went on to Lafayette, Louisiana, 
before we settled down anywhere. 

All us Negroes thought that was a mighty strange place. We would hear 
white folks talking, and we couldn’t understand what they said, and lots of the 
Negroes talked the same way, too. It was all full of French people around 
Lafayette, but they had all their menfolks in the Confederate army just the 
same. I seen lots of men in butternut clothes coming and going hither and yon, 
but they wasn’t in bunches. They was mostly coming home to see their folks. 

Everybody was scared all the time, and two-three times when Old Master 
hired his Negroes out to work, the man that hired them quit his place and 
went on west before they got the crop in. But Old Master got a place, and we 
put in a cotton crop, and I think he got some money by selling his place in 
Mississippi. Anyway, pretty soon after the cotton was all in, he moves again 
and goes to a place on Simonette Lake for the winter. It ain’t a bit cold in that 
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place, and we didn’t have no fire ’cepting to cook, and sometimes a little char- 
coal fire in some crock pots that the people left on the place when they went on 
out to Texas. 

The next spring Old Master loaded up again, and we struck out for Texas 
when the Yankees got too close again. But Master Bill didn’t go to Texas, be- 
cause the Confederates done come that winter and made him go to the army. 
I think they took him to New Orleans, and Old Master was hopping mad, but 
he couldn’t do anything or they would make him go too, even if he was a 
preacher. 

I think he left out of there partly because he didn’t like the people at that 
place. They wasn’t no Baptists around anywhere; they was all Catholics, and 
Old Master didn’t like them. 

About that time it look like everybody in the world was going to Texas. 
When we would be going down the road, we would have to walk along the 
side all the time to let the wagons go past, all loaded with folks going to Texas. 

Pretty soon Old Master say, “Git the wagons loaded again,” and this time 
we start out with some other people, going north. We go north a while and 
then turn west, and cross the Sabine River and go to Nachedoches, Texas. Me 
and my brother Joe and my sister Adeline walked nearly all the way, but my 
little sister Harriet and my mammy rid in a wagon. Mammy was mighty 
poorly, and just when we got to the Sabine bottoms she had another baby. Old 
Master didn’t like it cause it was a girl, but he named her Texana on account 
of where she was born and told us children to wait on Mammy good and 
maybe we would git a little brother next time. 

But we didn’t. Old Master went with a whole bunch of wagons on out to 
the prairie country in Coryell County and set up a farm where we just had to 
break the sod and didn’t have to clear off much. And the next baby Mammy 
had the next year was a girl. We named her Betty because Mistress just have a 
baby a little while before and its name was Betty. 

Old Master’s place was right at the corner where Coryell and McLennan 
and Bosque counties come together, and we raised mostly cotton and just a 
little corn for feed. He seem like he changed a lot since we left Mississippi, and 
seem like he paid more attention to us and looked after us better. But most the 
people that already live there when we git there was mighty hard on their 
Negroes. They was mostly hard drinkers and hard talkers, and they work and 
fight just as hard as they talk, too! 

One day Old Master come out from town and tell us that we all been set 
free, and we can go or stay just as we wish. All of my family stay on the place, 
and he pay us half as shares on all we make. Pretty soon the white folks begin 
to cut down on the shares, and the renters git only a third and some less, and 
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the Negroes begin to drift out to other places, but Old Master stick to the 
halves a year or so after that. Then he come down to a third too. 

It seem like the white people can’t git over us being free, and they do every- 
thing to hold us down all the time. We don’t git no schools for a long time, 
and I never see the inside of a school. I just grow up on hard work. And we 
can’t go round where they have the voting, unless we want to catch a whipping 
some night, and we have to just keep on bowing and scraping when we are 
round white folks like we did when we was slaves. They had us down and 
they kept us down. But that was the way they been taught, and I don’t blame 
them for it none, I reckon. 

When I git about thirty years old, I marry Betty Sadler close to Waco, and 
we come up to the Creek Nation forty years ago. We come to Muskogee first, 
and then to Tulsa about thirty-seven years ago. 

We had ten children, but only seven are alive. Three girls and a boy live here 
in Tulsa, and we got one boy in Muskogee and one at Frederick, Oklahoma. 

I sells milk and makes my living, and I keeps so busy I don’t think back on 
the old days much, but if anybody ask me why the Texas Negroes been kept 
down so much I can tell them. If they set like I did on the bank at that ferry 
across the Sabine, and see all that long line of covered wagons, miles and miles 
of them, crossing that river and going west with all they got left out of the 
war, it ain’t hard to understand. 

Them white folks done had everything they had tore up or had to run away 
from the places they lived, and they brung their Negroes out to Texas, and then 
right away they lost them, too. They always had them Negroes, and lots of 
them had mighty fine places back in the old states, and then they had to go out 
and live in sod houses and little old boxed shotguns and turn their Negroes 
loose. They didn’t see no justice in it then, and most of them never did until 
they died. The folks that stayed at home and didn’t straggle all over the coun- 
try had their old places to live on and their old friends around them, but them 
Texans was different. 

So I says, when they done us the way they did, they was just doing the way 
they was taught. I don’t blame them, because anybody will do that. 

White folks mighty decent to me now, and I always tried to teach my chil- 
dren to be respectful and act like they think the white folks they dealing with 
expects them to act. That the way to git-along, because some folks been taught 
one way and some been taught another, and folks always thinks the way they 
been taught. 

JOANNA DRAPER: MISSISSIPPI 


Most folks can’t remember many things happened to ’em when they only 
eight years old, but one of my biggest tribulations come about that time, and 
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I never will forget it! That was when I was took away from my own mammy 
and pappy and sent off and bound out to another man, ’way off two-three 
hundred miles away from where I live. And that’s the last time I ever see either 
one of them, or any my own kinfolks! 

Where I was born was at Hazlehurst, Mississippi. Just a little piece east of 
Hazlehurst, close to the Pearl River, and that place was a kind of new planta- 
tion what my master, Dr. Alexander, bought when he moved into Mississippi 
from up in Virginia awhile before the war. 

They said my mammy brings me down to Mississippi, and I was born just 
right after she got there. My mammy’s name was Margaret, and she was born 
under the Ramsons, back in Tennessee. She belonged to Dave Ramson, and 
his pappy had come to Tennessee to settle on war land, and he had knowed 
Dr. Alexander’s people back in Virginia too. My pappy’s name was Addison, 
and he always belonged to Dr. Alexander. Old Doctor bought my mammy 
‘cause my pappy liked her. Old Doctor live in Tennessee a little while before 
he go on down to Mississippi. 

Old Doctor’s wife named Dinah, and she sure was a good woman, but I 
don’t remember about Old Doctor much. He was away all the time, it seem 
like. 

When I is about six year old, they take me into the big house to learn to be 
a house woman, and they show me how to cook and clean up and take care of 
babies. That big house wasn’t very fine, but it was mighty big and cool, and 
made out of logs with a big hall, but it didn’t have no long gallery like most 
the houses around there had. 

They was lots of big trees in the yard, and most the ground was new ground 
round that place, ’cause Old Doctor just started to done farming on it when 
I was took away, but he had some more places not so far away, over toward 
the river, that was old ground and made big crops for him. I went to one of 
the places one time, but they wasn’t nobody on ’em but niggers and a white 
overseer. I don’t know how many niggers Old Doctor had, but Master John 
Deeson say he had about a hundred. 

At Old Doctor’s house I didn’t have to work very hard. Just had to help the 
cooks and peel the potatoes and pick the guineas and chickens and do things 
like that. Sometime I had to watch the baby. He was a little boy, and they 
would bring him into the kitchen for me to watch. I had to git up way before 
daylight and make the fire in the kitchen fireplace and bring in some fresh 
water, and go get the milk what been down in the spring all night, and do 
things like that until breakfast ready. Old Master and Old Mistress come in 
the big hall to eat in the summer, and I stand behind them and shoo off the 
flies. 

Old Doctor didn’t have no spinning and weaving niggers ‘cause he say they 
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don’t do enough work, and he buy all the cloth he use for everybody’s clothes. 
He can do that ’cause he had lots of money. He was big rich, and he keep a 
whole lot of hard money in the house all the time, but none of the slaves know 
it but me. Sometimes I would have the baby in the mistress’ room and she 
would git three or four big wood boxes full of hard money for us to play with. 
I would make fences out of the money all across the floor, to keep the baby © 
satisfied, and when he go to sleep I would put the money back in the boxes. I 
never did know how much they is, but a whole lot. 

Even after the war start Old Doctor have that money, and he would ex- 
change money for people. Sometimes he would go out and be gone for a long 
time, and come back with a lot more money he got from somewhere. 

Right at the first they made him a high officer in the war, and he done doc- 
toring somewhere at a hospital most of the time. But he could go on both sides 
of the war, and sometime he would come in at night and bring Old Mistress 
pretty little things, and I heard him tell her he got them in the North. 

One day I was fanning him, and I asked him is he been to the North, and 
he kick out at me and tell to shut up my black mouth, and it nearly scared me 
to death the way he look at me! Nearly every time he been gone and come in 
and tell Mistress he been in the North, he have a lot more hard money to put 
away in them boxes, too! 

One evening ‘long come a man and eat supper at the house and stay all night. 
He was a nice-mannered man, and I like to wait on him. The next morning I 
hear him ask Old Doctor what is my name, and Old Doctor start in to try to 
sell me to that man. The man say he can’t buy me ’cause Old Doctor say he 
want a thousand dollars, and then Old Doctor say he will bind me out to him. 

I run away from the house and went out to the cabin where my mammy and 
pappy was, but they tell me to go on back to the big house ‘cause maybe I am 
just scared. But about that time Old Doctor and the man come, and Old Doctor 
make me go with the man. We go in his buggy a long ways off to the south, and 
after he stop two or three night at people’s houses and put me out to stay with 
the niggers, he come to his own house. I ask him how far it is back home, and 
he say about a hundred miles or more, and laugh, and ask me if I know how 
far that is. 

I wants to know if I can go back to my mammy sometime, and he say 
“Sure, of course you can, some of these times. You don’t belong to me, Jo, I’s 
just your boss and not your master.” 

He live in a big old rottendy house, but he ain’t farming none of the land. 
Just as soon as he git home, he go off again, and sometimes he only come in at 
night for a little while. 

His wife’s name was Kate and his name was Mr. John. I was there about a 
week before I found out they name was Deeson. They had two children, a girl 
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about my size, name Joanna like me, and a little baby boy, name Johnny. One 
day Mistress Kate tell me I the only nigger they got. I been thinking maybe 
they had some somewhere on a plantation, but she say they ain’t got no planta- 
tion and they ain’t been at that place very long either. 

That little girl Joanna and me kind of take up together, and she was a 
mighty nice-mannered little girl, too. Her mammy raised her good. Her 
mammy was mighty sickly all the time, and that’s the reason they bind me to 
do the work. 

Mr. John was in some kind of business in the war too, but I never see him 
with no soldier clothes on but one time. One night he come in with them on, 
but the next morning he come to breakfast in just his plain clothes again. Then 
he go off again. 

I sure had a hard row at that house. It was old and rackety, and I had to 
scrub off the staircase and the floors all the time, and git the breakfast for 
Mistress Kate and the two children. Then I could have my own breakfast in 
the kitchen. Mistress Kate always get the supper, though. 

Some days she go off with the two children and leave me at the house all day 
by myself, and I think maybe I run off, but I didn’t know where to go. 

After I been at that place two years, Mr. John come home and stay. He done 
some kind of trading in Jackson, Mississippi, and he would be gone three or 
four days at a time, but I never did know what kind of trading it was. 

About the time he come home to stay I seen the first Ku Klux I ever seen 
one night. I was going down the road in the moonlight, and I heard a hog 
grunting out in the bushes at the side of the road. I just walk right on and in 
a little ways I hear another hog in some more bushes. This time I stop and 
listen, and they’s another hog grunts across the road, and about that time two 
mens dressed up in long white shirts steps out into the road in front of me! I 
was so scared the goose bumps jump up all over me ’cause I didn’t know what 
they is! They didn’t say a word to me, but just walked on past me and went on 
back the way I had come. Then I see two more mens step out of the woods, and 
I run from that as fast as I can go! 

I ast Miss Kate what they is, and she say they Ku Klux, and I better not go 
walking off down the road any more. I seen them two-three times after that, 
though, but they was riding horses them times. 

I stayed at Mr. John’s place two more years, and he got so grumpy and his 
wife got so mean I make up my mind to run off. I bundle up my clothes in a 
little bundle and hide them, and then I wait until Miss Kate take the children 
and go off somewhere, and I light out on foot. I had me a piece of that hard 
money what Master Doctor Alexander had give me one time at Christmas. I 
had kept it all that time, and nobody knowed I had it, not even Joanna. Old 
Doctor told me it was fifty dollars, and I thought I could live on it for a while. 
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I never had been away from that place, not even to another plantation in all 
the four years I was with the Deesons, and I didn’t know which-a-way to go, 
so I just started west. 

I been walking about all evening, it seem like, and I come to a little town 
with just a few houses. I see a nigger man and ask him where I can git some- 
thing to eat, and I say I got fifty dollars. 

“What you doing with fifty dollars, child? Where you belong at, anyhow?” 
he ask me, and I tell him I belong to Master John Deeson, but I is running 
away. I explain that I just bound out to Mr. John, but Dr. Alexander my real 
master, and then that man tell me the first time I knowed it that I ain’t a slave 
no more! 

That man Deeson never did tell me, and his wife never did! 

Well, that man asked me about the fifty dollars, and then I found out that 
it was just fifty cents! 

I can’t begin to tell about all the hard times I had working for something to 
eat and roaming around after that. I don’t know why I never did try to git 
back up around Hazlehurst and hunt up my pappy and mammy, but I reckon 
I was just ignorant and didn’t know how to go about it. Anyways, I never did 
see them no more. 

In about three years or a little over, ] met Bryce Draper on a farm in Missis- 
sippi and we was married. His mammy had had a harder time than I had. She 
had five children by a man that belong to her master, Mr. Bryce, and already 
named one of the boys—that my husband—Bryce after him, and then he take 
her in and sell her off away from all her children! 

One was just a little baby, and the master give it laudanum, but it didn’t die, 
and he sold her (my husband’s mammy) off and lied and said she was a young 
girl and didn’t have no husband, ’cause the man what bought her said he didn’t 
want to buy no woman and take her away from a family. That new master’s 
name was Draper. 

The last year of the war Mr. Draper die, and his wife already dead, and he 
give all his farm to his two slaves and set them free. One of them slaves was my 
husband’s mammy. 

Then right away the whites come and robbed the place of everything they 
could haul off, and run his mammy and the other niggers off! Then she went 
and found her boy, that was my husband, and he live with her until she died, 
just before we is married. 

We lived in Mississippi a long time, and then we hear about how they better 
to the Negroes up in the North, and we go up to Kansas, but they ain’t no 
better there, and we come down to Indian Territory in the Creek Nation in 
1898, just as they getting in that Spanish War. 

We leased a little farm from the Creek Nation for $15 an acre, but when they 
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give out the allotments we had to give it up. Then we rent 100 acres from some 
Indians close to Wagoner, and we farm it all with my family. We had enough 
to do it, too! 

For children we had John and Joe, and Henry, and Jim and Robert and Will 
that was big enough to work, and then the girls big enough was Mary, Nellie, 
Izora, Dora, and the baby. Dora married Max Colbert. His people belonged to 
the Colberts that had Colbert’s Crossing on the Red River ’way before the war, 
and he was a freedman and got allotment. 

J lives with Dora now, and we is all happy, and I don’t like to talk about the 
days of the slavery times, ’cause they never did mean nothing to me but misery, 
from the time I was eight years old. 

I never will forgive that white man for not telling me I was free, and not 
helping me to git back to my mammy and pappy! Lots of white people done 
that. 

KATIE ROWE: ARKANSAS 


I can set on the gallery, where the sunlight shine bright, and sew a powerful 
fine seam when my grandchildren wants a special pretty dress for the school 
doings, but I ain’t worth much for nothing else, I reckon. 

These same old eyes seen powerful lot of tribulations in my time, and when 
I shuts em now I can see lots of little children just like my grandchildren, 
toting hoes bigger than they is, and they poor little black hands and legs bleed- 
ing where they scratched by the brambledy weeds, and where they got whip- 
pings cause they didn’t git out all the work the overseer set out for ’em. 

I was one of them little slave gals my own self, and I never seen nothing but 
work and tribulations till I was a grownup woman, just about. 

The niggers had hard traveling on the plantation where I was born and 
raised, ’cause Old Master live in town and just had the overseer on the place, 
but iffen he had lived out there hisself I ’speck it been as bad, ’cause he was a 
hard driver his own self. 

He git biling mad when the Yankees have that big battle at Pea Ridge and 
scatter the ’Federates all down through our country all bleeding and tied up 
and hungry, and he just mount on his hoss and ride out to the plantation where 
we all hoeing corn. 

He ride up and tell old man Saunders—that the overseer—to bunch us all 
up round the lead row man—that my own uncle Sandy—and then he tell us 
the law! 

“You niggers been seeing the "Federate soldiers coming by here looking 
pretty raggedy and hurt and wore out,” he say, “but that no sign they licked! 

“Them Yankees ain’t gwine git this far, but iffen they do, you all ain’t gwine 
git free by ’em, ‘cause I gwine free you before that. When they git here they 
gwine find you already free, ’cause I gwine line you up on the bank of Bois 
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d’Arc Creek and free you with my shotgun! Anybody miss just one lick with 
the hoe, or one step in the line, or one clap of that bell, or one toot of the horn, 
and he gwine be free and talking to the devil long before he ever see a pair of 
blue britches!” 

That the way he talk to us, and that the way he act with us all the time. 

We live in the log quarters on the plantation, not far from Washington, 
Arkansas, close to Bois d’Arc Creek, in the edge of the Little River bottom. 

Old Master’s name was Dr. Isaac Jones, and he live in the town, where he 
keep four-five house niggers, but he have about two hundred on the plantation, 
big and little, and Old Man Saunders oversee ’em at the time of the war. Old 
Mistress’ name was Betty, and she had a daughter name Betty about grown, 
and then they was three boys, Tom, Bryan, and Bob, but they was too young 
to go to the war. I never did see ’em but once or twice till after the war. 

Old Master didn’t got to the war, ’cause he was a doctor and the onliest one 
left in Washington, and pretty soon he was dead anyhow. 

Next fall after he ride out and tell us that he gwine shoot us before he let us 
free, he come out to see how his steam gin doing. The gin box was a little old 
thing ’bout as big as a bedstead, with a long belt running through the side of 
the ginhouse out to the engine and boiler in the yard. The boiler burn cord- 
wood, and it have a little crack in it where the nigger ginner been trying to 
fix it. 

Old Master come out, hopping mad ’cause the gin shut down, and ast the 
ginner, Old Brown, what the matter. Old Brown say the boiler weak and it 
liable to bust, but Old Master jump down offen his hoss and go round to the 
boiler and say, “Cuss fire to your black heart! That boiler all right! Throw on 
some cordwood, cuss fire to your heart!” 

Old Brown start to the woodpile, grumbling to hisself, and Old Master stoop 
down to look at the boiler again, and it blow right up and him standing right 
there! 

Old Master was blowed all to pieces, and they just find little bitsy chunks of 
his clothes and parts of him to bury. 

The woodpile blow down, and Old Brown land ’way off in the woods, but he 
wasn't killed. 

Two wagons of cotton blowed over, and the mules run away, and all the 
niggers was scared nearly to death ‘cause we knowed the overseer gwine be a 
lot worse, now that Old Master gone. 

Before the war when Master was a young man, the slaves didn’t have it so 
hard, my mammy tell me. Her name was Fanny and her old mammy’s name 
was Nanny. Grandma Nanny was alive during the war yet. 

How she come in the Jones family was this way: Old Mistress was just a 
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name was Littlejohn; anyways we called him Master Littlejohn. He drawed 
up a paper what say that Nanny always belong to Miss Betty and all the chil- 
dren Nanny ever have belong to her, too, and nobody can’t take ’em for a debt 
and things like that. When Miss Betty marry, Old Master he can’t sell Nanny 
or any of her children neither. 

That paper hold good too, and Grandmamny tell me about one time it hold 
good and keep my own mammy on the place. | 

Grandmammy say Mammy was just a little gal and was playing out in the 
road with three-four other little children when a white man and Old Master 
rid up. The white man had a paper about some kind of a debt, and Old Master 
say take his pick of the nigger children and give him back the paper. 

Just as Grandmammy go to the cabin door and hear him say that, the man 
git off his hoss and pick up my mammy and put her up in front of him and 
start to ride off down the road. 

Pretty soon Mr. Littlejohn come riding up and say something to Old Master, 
and see Grandmammy standing in the yard screaming and crying. He just job 
the spurs in his hoss and go kiting off down the road after that white man. 

Mammy say he catch up with him just as he git to Bois d’Arc Creek and 
start to wade the hoss across. Mr. Littlejohn holler to him to come back with 
that little nigger ‘cause the paper don’t cover that child, ’cause she Old Mistress’ 
own child, and when the man just ride on, Mr. Littlejohn throw his big old 
long hoss-pistol down on him and make him come back. 

The man hopping mad, but he have to give over my mammy and take one 
the other children on the debt paper. 

Old Master always kind of touchy ‘bout Old Mistress having niggers he can’t 
trade or sell, and one day he have his whole family and some more white folks 
out at the plantation. He showing ’em all the quarters when we all come in 
from the field in the evening, and he call all the niggers up to let the folks see 
"em. 

He make Grandmammy and Mammy and me stand to one side and then 
he say to the other niggers, “These niggers belong to my wife but you belong 
to me, and I’m the only one you is to call Master. This is Tom, and Bryan, and 
Bob, and Miss Betty, and you is to call ’em that, and don’t you ever call one of 
‘em Young Master or Young Mistress, cuss fire to your black hearts!” All the 
other white folks look kind of funny, and Old Mistress look ’shamed of Old 
Master. 

My own pappy was in that bunch, too. His name was F rank, and after the 
war he took the name of Frank Henderson, ’cause he was born under that 
name, but I always went by Jones, the name I was born under. 

‘Long about the middle of the war, after Old Master was killed, the soldiers 
begin coming round the place and camping. They was Southern soldiers, and 
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they say they have to take the mules and most the corn to git along on. Just go 
in the barns and cribs and take anything they want, and us niggers didn’t 
have no sweet ’taters nor Irish ’taters to eat on when they gone neither. 

One bunch come and stay in the woods across the road from the overseer’s 
house, and they was all on hosses. They lead the hosses down to Bois d’Arc 
Creek every morning at daylight and late every evening to git water. When 
we going to the field and when we coming in, we always see them leading big 
bunches of hosses. 

They bugle go just ’bout the time our old horn blow in the morning, and 
when we come in they eating supper, and we smell it and sure git hungry! 

Before Old Master died he sold off a whole lot of hosses and cattle, and some 
niggers too. He had the sales on the plantation, and white men from around 
there come to bid, and some traders come. He had a big stump where he 
made the niggers stand while they was being sold, and the men and boys had 
to strip off to the waist to show they muscle and iffen they had any scars or hurt 
places, but the women and gals didn’t have to strip to the waist. 

The white men come up and look in the slave’s mouth just like he was a 
mule or a hoss. 

After Old Master go, the overseer hold one sale, but mostly he just trade with 
the traders what come by. He make the niggers git on the stump, though. The 
traders all had big bunches of slaves, and they have ’em all strung out in a line 
going down the road. Some had wagons and the children could ride, but not 
many. They didn’t chain or tie °em ’cause they didn’t have no place they could 
run to anyway. 

I seen children sold off and the mammy not sold, and sometimes the mammy 
sold and a little baby kept on the place and give to another woman to raise. 
Them white folks didn’t care nothing ’bout how the slaves grieved when they 
tore up a family. 

Old Man Saunders was the hardest overseer of anybody. He would git mad 
and give a whipping sometime, and the slave wouldn’t even know what it was 
about. 

My Uncle Sandy was the lead row nigger, and he was a good nigger and 
never would touch a drap of liquor. One night some the niggers git hold of 
some liquor somehow, and they leave, the jug half full on the step of Sandy’s 
cabin. Next morning Old Man Saunders come out in the field so mad he was 
pale. 

He just go to the lead row and tell Sandy to go with him and start toward 
the woods along Bois d’Arc Creek, with Sandy following behind. The over- 
seer always carry a big heavy stick, but we didn’t know he was so mad, and 
they just went off in the woods. 
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Pretty soon we hear Sandy hollering, and we know old overseer pouring it 
on, then the overseer come back by hisself and go on up to the house. 

Come late evening he come and see what we done in the day’s work, and go 
back to the quarters with us all. When he git to Mammy’s cabin, where Grand- 
mammy live too, he say to Grandmammy, “I sent Sandy down in the woods 
to hunt a hoss, he gwine come in hungry pret.y soon. You better make him a 
extra hoecake,” and he kind of laugh and go on to his house. 

Just soon as he gone, we all tell Grandmammy we think he got a whipping, 
and sure ’nough he didn’t come in. 

The next day some white boys finds Uncle Sandy where that overseer done 
killed him and throwed him in a little pond, and they never done nothing to 
Old Man Saunders at all! 

When he go to whip a nigger he make him strip to the waist, and he take 
a cat-o’-nine-tails and bring the blisters, and then bust the blisters with a wide 
strap of leather fastened to a stick handle. I seen the blood running outen many 
a back, all the way from the neck to the waist! 

Many the time a nigger git blistered and cut up so that we have to git a 
sheet and grease it with lard and wrap ’em up in it, and they have to wear a 
greasy cloth wrapped around they body under the shirt for three-four days 
after they git a big whipping! 

Later on in the war the Yankees come in all around us and camp, and the 
overseer git sweet as honey in the comb! Nobody git a whipping all the time 
the Yankees there! 

They come and took all the meat and corn and ’taters they want too, and 
they tell us, “Why don’t you poor darkies take all the meat and molasses you 
want? You made it and it’s yours much as anybody’s!” But we know they soon 
be gone, and then we git a whipping iffen we do. Some niggers run off and 
went with the Yankees, but they had to work just as hard for them, and they 
didn’t eat so good and often with the soldiers. 

I never forget the day we was set free! 

That morning we all go to the cotton field early, and then a house nigger 
come out from Old Mistress on a hoss and say she want the overseer to come 
into town, and he leave and go in. After while the old horn blow up at the 
overseer’s house, and we all stop and listen, ’cause it the wrong time of day 
for the horn. 

We start chopping again, and there go the horn again. 

The lead row nigger holler, “Hold up!” And we all stop again. “We better 
go on in. That our horn,” he holler at the head nigger, and the head nigger 
think so too, but he say he afraid we catch the devil from the overseer iffen we 
quit without him there, and the lead row man say maybe he back from town 
and blowing the horn hisself, so we line up and go in. 
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When we git to the quarters, we see all the old ones and the children up in 
the overseer’s yard, so we go on up there. The overseer setting on the end of the 
gallery with a paper in his hand, and when we all come up he say come and 
stand close to the gallery. Then he call off everybody’s name and see we all 
there. 

Setting on the gallery in a hide-bottom chair was a man we never see before. 
He had on a big broad black hat like the Yankees wore, but it didn’t have no 
yellow string on it like most the Yankees had, and he was in store clothes 
that wasn’t homespun or jeans, and they was black. His hair was plumb gray 
and so was his beard, and it come ’way down here on his chest, but he didn’t 
look like he was very old, ’cause his face was kind of fleshy and healthy-looking. 
I think we all been sold off in a bunch, and I notice some kind of smiling, and 
I think they sure glad of it. 

The man say, “You darkies know what day this is?” He talk kind, and smile. 

We all don’t know, of course, and we just stand there and grin. Pretty soon 
he ask again and the head man say, “No, we don’t know.” 

“Well, this the fourth day of June, and this is 1865, and I want you all to 
‘member the date, ‘cause you always gwine ’member the day. Today you is _ 
free, just like I is, and Mr. Saunders and your mistress and all us white people,” : 
the man say. 

“T come to tell you,” he say, “and I wants to be sure you all understand, ’cause 
you don’t have to git up and go by the horn no more. You is your own bosses 
now, and you don’t have to have no passes to go and come.” 

We never did have no passes, nohow, but we knowed lots of other niggers on 
other plantations got ‘em. 

“I wants to bless you and hope you always is happy and tell you you got all 
the right and lief that any white people got,” the man say, and then he git on 
his hoss and ride off. 

We all just watch him go on down the road, and then we go up to Mr. Saun- 
ders and ask him what he want us to do. He just grunt and say do like we damn 
please, he reckon, but git off that place to do it, lessen any of us wants to stay 
and make the crop for half of what we make. 

None of us know where to go, so we all stay, and he split up the fields and 
show us which part we got to work in, and we go on like we was, and make 
the crop and git it in, but they ain’t-no more horn after that day. Some the 
niggers lazy and don’t git in the field early, and they git it took away from ’em, 
but they plead around and git it back and work better the rest of that year. 

But we all gits fooled on that first go-out! When the crop all in, we don’t git 
half! Old Mistress sick in town, and the overseer was still on the place, and 
he charge us half the crop for the quarters and the mules and tools and grub! 

Then he leave, and we gits another white man, and he sets up a book, and 
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give us half the next year, and take out for what we use up, but we all got 
something left over after that first go-out. 

Old Mistress never git well after she lose all her niggers, and one day the 
white boss tell us she just drap over dead setting in her chair, and we know her 
heart just broke. 

Next year the children sell off most the place and we scatter off, and I and 
Mammy go into Little Rock and do work in the town. Grandmammy done 
dead. 

I git married to John White in Little Rock, but he died, and we didn’t have 
no children. Then in four-five years I marry Billy Rowe. He was a Cherokee 
citizen, and he had belonged to a Cherokee name Dave Rowe, and lived east 
of Tahlequah before the war. We married in Little Rock, but he had land in 
the Cherokee Nation, and we come to east of Tahlequah and lived till he died, 
and then I come to Tulsa to live with my youngest daughter. 

Billy Rowe and me had three children—Ellie, John, and Lula. Lula married 
; a Thomas, and it’s her I lives with. 

Lots of old people like me say that they was happy in slavery and that they 
a had the worst tribulations after freedom, but I knows they didn’t have no white 
r master and overseer like we all had on our place. They both dead now, I 
“, reckon, and they no use talking "bout the dead, but I know I been gone long 
: - ago iffen that white man Saunders didn’t lose his hold on me. 

: It was the fourth day of June in 1865 I begins to live, and I gwine take the 

‘ picture of that old man in the big black hat and long whiskers, setting on the 

" gallery and talking kind to us, clean into my grave with me. 

! ' No, bless God, I ain’t never seen no more black boys bleeding all up and 

* ‘down the back under a cat-o’-nine-tails, and I never go by no cabin and hear no 
poor nigger groaning, all wrapped up in a lardy sheet no more! 

I hear my children read about General Lee, and I know he was a good man. 
I didn’t know nothing about him then, but I know now he wasn’t fighting for 
that kind of white folks. 

Maybe they that kind still yet, but they don’t show it up no more, and I got 
lots of white friends too. All my children and grandchildren been to school, 
and they git along good, and I know we living in a better world, where they 
ain’t nobody cussing fire to my black heart! 

I sure thank the good Lord I got to see it. 


ITAA why 


CHARLEY WILLIAMS: LOUISIANA 
Iffen I could see better outen my old eyes, and I had me something to work 
with and the feebleness in my back and head would let me ‘lone, I would have 
me plenty to eat in the kitchen all the time, and plenty tobacco in my pipe, too, 
bless God! 
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And they wouldn’t be no rain trickling through the holes in the roof, and no 
planks all fell outen the floor on the gallery neither, ‘cause this one old nigger 
knows everything about making all he need to git along! Old Master done 
showed him how to git along in this world, just as long as he live on a planta- 
tion, but living in the town is a different way of living, and all you got to have 
is a silver dime to lay down for everything you want, and I don’t git the dime 
very often. 

But I ain’t give up! Nothing like that! On the days when I don’t feel so 
feeble and trembly I just keep patching round the place. I got to keep patching 
so as to keep it where it will"hold the winter out, in case I git to see another 
winter. 

Iffen I don’t, it don’t grieve me none, ’cause I wants to see Old Master again 
anyways. I reckon maybe I'll just go up and ask him what he want me to do, 
and he’ll tell me, and iffen I don’t know how he'll show me how, and I'll try to 
do it to please him. And when I git it done, I wants to hear him grumble like 
he used to and say, “Charley, you ain’t got no sense but you is a good boy. This 
here ain’t very good but it'll do, I reckon. Git yourself a little piece of that 
brown sugar, but don’t let no niggers see you eating it—if you do I'll whup 
your black behind!” 

That ain’t the way it going be in Heaven, I reckon, but I can’t set here on 
this old rottendy gallery and think of no way I better like to have it! 

I was a great big hulking buck of a boy when the war come along and bust 
up everything, and I can ’member back when everybody was living peaceful 
and happy, and nobody never had no notion about no war. 

I was borned on the ‘leventh of January, in 1843, and was old enough to vote 
when I got my freedom, but I didn’t take no stock in all that politics and 
goings on at that time, and I didn’t vote till a long time after Old Master passed 
away, but I was big enough before the war to remember everything pretty 
plain. 

Old Master’s name was John Williams, and Old Mistress’ name was Miss 
Betty, and she was a Campbell before she married. Young Missy was named 
Betty after her mommy, and Young Master was named Frank, but I don’t 
know who after. Our overseer was Mr. Simmons, and he was mighty smart 
and had a lot of patience, but he wouldn’t take no talk nor foolishness. He 
didn’t whup nobody very often, but he only had to whup ’em just one time! 
He never did whup a nigger at the time the nigger done something, but he 
would wait till evening and have Old Master come and watch him do it. He 
never whupped very hard ’cept when he had told a nigger about something and 
promised a whupping next time and the nigger done it again. Then that nigger 
got what he had been hearing ’bout! 

The plantation was about as big as any. I think it had about three hundred 
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acres, and it was about two miles northwest of Monroe, Louisiana. Then he 
had another one not so big, two-three miles south of the big one, kind of down 
in the woodsy part along the White River bottoms. He had another overseer 
on that place and a big passel of niggers, but I never did go down to that one. 
That was where he raised most of his corn and shoats and lots of sorghum cane. 

Our plantation was up on higher ground, and it was more open country, but 
still they was lots of woods all around, and lots of the plantations had been 
whacked right out of the new ground and was full of stumps. Master’s place 
was more open, though, and all the fields was good plowing. 

The big road runned right along past our plantation, and it come from 
Shreveport and run into Monroe. There wasn’t any town at Monroe in them 
days, just a little crossroads place with a general store and a big hidehouse. I 
think there was about two big hidehouses, and you could smell that place a mile 
before you got into it. Old Master had a part in the store, I think. 

The hidehouses was just long sheds, all open along the sides and covered 
over with cypress clapboards. 

Down below the hidehouses and the store was just a little settlement of one 
or two houses, but they was a school for white boys. Somebody said there was 
a place where they had been an old fort, but I never did see it. 

Everything boughten we got come from Shreveport and was brung in by the 
stage and the freighters, and that was only a little coffee or gunpowder or some 
needles for the sewing or some strap iron for the blacksmith or something like 
that. We made and raised everything else we needed right on the place. 

I never did even see any quinine till after I was free. My mammy knowed 
just what root to go out and pull up to knock the chills right outen me. And the 
bellyache and the running off the same way, too. 

Our plantation was a lot different from some I seen other places, like ’way 
east of there, around Vicksburg. Some of them was fixed up fancier, but they 
didn’t have no more comforts than we had. 

Old Master come out into that country when he was a young man, and they 
didn’t have even so much then as they had when I was a boy. I think he come 
from Alabama or Tennessee, and ’way back his people had come from Vir- 
ginia, or maybe North Carolina, ‘cause he knowed all about tobacco on the 
place. Cotton and tobacco was the long crops on his big place, and, of course, 
lots of horses and cattle and mules. 

The big house was made outen square hewed logs, and chinked with little 
rocks and daubed with white clay, and covered with cypress clapboards. I 
remember one time we put on a new roof, and the niggers hauled up the cy- 
press logs and sawed them and frowed out the clapboards by hand. 

The house had two setting-rooms on one side and a big kitchen-room on the 
other, with a wide passage in between, and then about was the sleeping-rooms. 
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They wasn’t no stairways ’cepting on the outside. Steps run up to the sleeping- 
rooms on one side from the passageway and on the other side from clean out- 
side the house. Just one big chimney was all he had, and it was on the kitchen 
end, and we done all the cooking in a fireplace that was pretty nigh as wide as 
the whole room. 

In the sleeping-rooms they wasn’t no fires ’cepting in braziers made out of 
clay, and we toted up charcoal to burn in ’em when it was cold mornings in 
the winter. They kept warm with the bedclothes and the knitten clothes they 
had. 

Master never did make a big gallery on the house, but our white folks would 
set out in the yard under the big trees in the shade. They was long benches 
made outen hewed logs and all padded with gray moss and corn-shuck pad- 
ding, and they set pretty soft. All the furniture in the house was homemade, 
too. The beds had square posts as big around as my shank, and the frame was 
mortised into ’em, and holes bored in the frame and homemade rope laced in 
to make it springy. Then a great big mattress full of goose feathers and two- 
three comforts as thick as my foot with carded wool inside! They didn’t need 
no fireplaces! 

The quarters was a little piece from the big house, and they run along both 
sides of the road that go to the fields. All one-room log cabins, but they was 
good and warm, and every one had a little open shed at the side where we 
sleep in the summer to keep cool. 

They was two or three wells at the quarters for water, and some good 
springs in the branch at the back of the fields. You could catch a fish now and 
then in that branch, but Young Master used to do his fishing in White River, 
and take a nigger or two along to do the work at his camp. 

It wasn’t very fancy at the big house, but it was mighty pretty just the same, 
with the gray moss hanging from the big trees, and the cool green grass all over 
the yard, and I can shut my old eyes and see it just like it was before the war 
come along and bust it up. 

I can see Old Master setting out under a big tree, smoking one of his long 
cheroots his tobacco nigger made by hand, and fanning hisself with his big 
wide hat another nigger platted outen young inside corn shucks for him, and 
I can hear him holler at a big bunch of white geeses what’s gitting in his flower 
beds and see ’em string off behind the old gander toward the big road. 

When the day begin to crack, the whole plantation break out with all kinds 
of noises, and you could tell what going on by the kind of noise you hear. 

Come the daybreak you hear the guinea fowls start potracking down at the 
edge of the woods lot, and then the roosters all start up round the barn, and the 
ducks finally wake up and jine in. You can smell the sowbelly frying down at 
the cabins in the Row, to go with the hoecake and the buttermilk. 
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Then pretty soon the wind rise a little, and you can hear a old bell donging 
way on some plantation a mile or two off, and then more bells at other places 
and maybe a horn, and pretty soon yonder go Old Master’s old ram horn with 
a long toot and then some short toots, and here come the overseer down the 
row of cabins, hollering right and left, and picking the ham outen his teeth 
with a long shiny goose-quill pick. 

Bells and horns! Bells for this and horns for that! All we knowed was go 
and come by the bells and horns! 

Old ram horn blow to send us all to the field. We all line up, about seventy- 
five field niggers, and go by the tool shed and git our hoes, or maybe go hitch 
up the mules to the plows and lay the plows out on the side so the overseer 
can see iffen the points is sharp. Any plow gits broke or the point gits bungled 
up on the rocks it goes to the blacksmith nigger, then we all git on down in the 
field. 

Then the anvil start dangling in the blacksmith shop: “Tank! Deling-ding! 
Tank! Deling-ding!” and that old bull tongue gitting straightened out! 

Course you can’t hear the shoemaker awling and pegging, and the card spin- 
ners, and the old mammy sewing by hand, but maybe you can hear the old 
loom going “frump, frump,” and you know it all right iffen your clothes do be 
wearing out, ’cause you gwine git new britches pretty soon! 

We had about a hundred niggers on that place, young and old, and about 
twenty on the little place down below. We could make about every kind of 
thing but coffee and gunpowder that our white folks and us needed. 

When we needs a hat we gits inside corn shucks and weave one out, and 
makes horse collars the same way. Just tie two little soft shucks together and 
begin plaiting. 

All the cloth ’ cepting the mistress’ Sunday ce come from the sheep to 
the carders and the spinners and the weaver, then we dye it with butternut and 
hickory bark and indigo and other things and set it with copperas. Leather 
tanned on the place made the shoes, and I never see a store-boughten wagon 
wheel ’cepting among the stages and the freighters along the big road. 

We made pretty, long back-combs outen cow horn, and knitting needles 
outen second hickory. Split a young hickory and put in a big wedge to prize it 
open, then cut it down and let it season, and you got good bent grain for 
wagon hames and chair rockers and such. 

It was just like that until I was grown, and then one day come a neighbor 
man and say we in the war. 

Little while young Master Frank ride over to Vicksburg and jine the Secesh 
army, but Old Master just go on like nothing happen, and we all don’t hear 
nothing more until ‘long come some Secesh soldiers and take most Old Master’s 
hosses and all his wagons. 
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I been working on the tobacco, and when I come back to the barns every- 
thing was gone. I would go into the woods and git good hickory and burn it 
till it was all coals and put it out with water to make hickory charcoal for 
curing the tobacco. I had me some charcoal in the fire trenches under the 
curing-houses, all full of new tobacco, and overseer come and say bundle all 
the tobacco up and he going take it to Shreveport and sell it before the soldiers 
take it too. 

After the hosses all gone and most the cattle and the cotton and the tobacco 
gone too, here come the Yankees and spread out all over the whole country. 
They had a big camp down below our plantation. 

One evening a big bunch of Yankee officers come up to the big house, and 
Old Master set out the brandy in the yard, and they act pretty nice. Next day 
the whole bunch leave on out of that part. 

When the hosses and stuff all go Old Master sold all the slaves but about 
four, but he kept my pappy and mammy and my brother Jimmie and my sister 
Betty. She was named after Old Mistress. Pappy’s name was Charley and 
Mammy’s was Sally. The niggers he kept didn’t have much work without any 
hosses and wagons, but the blacksmith started in fixing up more wagons, and 
he kept them hid in the woods till they was all fixed. 

Then along come some more Yankees, and they tore everything we had up, 
and Old Master was afeared to shoot at them on account his womenfolks, so 
he tried to sneak the family out, but they cotched him and brung him back to 
the plantation. 

We niggers didn’t know that he was gone until we seen the Yankees bring- 
ing them back. The Yankees had done took charge of everything and was 
camping in the big yard, and us was all down at the quarters scared to death, 
but they was just letting us alone. 

It was night when the white folks tried to go away, and still night when the 
Yankees brung them back, and a house nigger come down to the quarters with 
three-four mens in blue clothes and told us to come up to the big house. 

The Yankees didn’t seem to be mad with Old Master, but just laughed and 
talked with him, but he didn’t take the jokes any too good. 

Then they asked him cquld he dance and he said “No,” and they told him 
to dance or make us dance. There he stood inside a big ring of them mens in 
blue clothes, with they brass buttons shming in the light from the fire they had 
in front of the tents, and he just stood and said nothing, and it look like he 
wasn’t wanting to tell us to dance. 

So some of us young bucks just step up and say we was good dancers, and 
we start shuffling while the rest of the niggers pat. 

Some nigger women go back to the quarters and git the gourd fiddles and 
the clapping bones made outen beef ribs, and bring them back so we could 
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have some music. We git all warmed up and dance like we never did dance 
before. I ’speck we invent some new steps that night! 

We act like we dancing for the Yankees, but we trying to please Master and 
Old Mistress more than anything, and pretty soon he begin to smile a little, 
and we all feel a lot better. 

Next day the Yankees move on away from our place, and Old Master start 
gitting ready to move out. We git the wagons we hid, and the whole passel of 
us leaves out for Shreveport. Just left the old place standing like it was. 

In Shreveport Old Master git his cotton and tobacco money what he been 
afraid to have sent back to the plantation when he sell his stuff, and we strike 
out north through Arkansas. 

That was the awfullest trip any man ever make! We had to hide from every- 
body until we find out if they Yankees or Secesh, and we go along little old 
back roads and up one mountain and down another, through the woods all 
the way. 

After a long time we git to the Missouri line, and kind of cut off through the 
corner of that state into Kansas. I don’t know how we ever git across some of 
them rivers but we did. They nearly always would be some soldiers around the 
fords, and they would help us find the best crossing. Sometimes we had to 
unload the wagons and dry out the stuff what all got wet, and camp a day or 
two to fix up again. 

Pretty soon we git to Fort Scott, and that was where the roads forked ever’ 
whichaways. One went on north and one east and one went down into the 
Indian country. It was full of soldiers coming and going back and forth to 
Arkansas and Fort Gibson. 

We took the road on west through Kansas, and made for Colorado Springs. 

Fort Scott was all run down, and the old places where they used to have the 
soldiers was all fell in in most places. Just old rackety walls and leaky roofs, and 
a big pole fence made outen poles sot in the ground all tied together, but it 
was falling down too. 

They was lots of wagons all around what belong to the army, hauling stuff 
for the soldiers, and some folks told Old Master he couldn’t make us niggers 
go with him, but we said we wanted to anyways, so we just went on west 
across Kansas. 

When we got away on west we come to a fork, and the best road went kinda 
south into Mexico, and we come to ; little place called Clayton, Mexico, where 
we camped a while and then went north. 

That place is in New Mexico now, but Old Master just called it Mexico. 
Somebody showed me where it is on the map, and it look like it a long ways 
offen the road to Colorado Springs, but I guess the road just wind off down 
that ways at the time we went over it. It was just two or three houses made 
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outen mud at that time, and a store where the soldiers and the Indians come 
and done trading. 

About that time Old Master sell off some of the stuff he been taking along, 
‘cause the wagons loaded too heavy for the mountains and he figure he better 
have the money than some of the stuff, I reckon. 

On the way north it was a funny country. We just climb all day long gitting 
up one side of one bunch of mountains, and all the nigger men have to push 
on the wheels while the mules pull and then scotch the wheels while the mules 
rest. Everybody but the white folks has to walk most the time. 

Down in the valleys it was warm like in Louisiana, but it seem like the sun 
ain’t so hot on the head, but it look like every time night come it catch us up on 
top of one of them mountains, and it almost as cold as in the wintertime! 

All the niggers had shoes and plenty warm clothes and we wrop up at night 
in everything we can git. 

We git to Fort Scott again, and then the Yankee officers come and ask all 
us niggers iffen we want to leave Old Master and stay there and work, ’cause 
we all free now. Old Master say we can do what we please about it. 

A few of the niggers stay there in Fort Scott, but most of us say we gwine 
stay with Old Master, and we don’t care iffen we is free or not. 

When we git back to Monroe to the old place, us niggers git a big surprise. 
We didn’t hear about it, but some Old Master’s kinfolks back in Virginia done 
come out there and fix the place up and kept it for him while we in Colorado, 
and it look bout as good as when we left it. 

He cut it up in chunks and put us niggers out on it on the halves, but he had 
to sell part of it to git the money to git us mules and tools and food to run on. 
Then after while he had to sell some more, and he seem like he git old mighty 
fast. 

Young Master been in the big battles in Virginia, and he git hit, and then he 
git sick, and when he come home he just like a old man he was so feeble. 

About that time they was a lot of people coming into that country from the 
North, and they kept telling the niggers that the thing for them to do was to 
be free, and come and go where they please. 

They try to git the darkies to go and vote, but none of us folks took much 
stock by what they say. Old Master tell us plenty time to mix in the politics 
when the young-uns git educated and know what to do. 

Just the same he never mind iffen we go to the dances and the singing and 
such. He always lent us a wagon iffen we want to borry one to go in, too. 

Some the niggers what work for the white folks from the North act pretty 
uppity and big, and come pestering round the dance places and try to talk up 
ructions amongst us, but it don’t last long. 

The Ku Kluckers start riding round at night, and they pass the word that 
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the darkies got to have a pass to go and come and to stay at the dances. They 
have to git the pass from the white folks they work for, and passes writ from 
the Northern people wouldn’t do no good. That the way the Kluckers keep the 
darkies in line. 

The Kluckers just ride up to the dance ground and look at everybody’s 
passes, and iffen some darky there without a pass or got a pass from the wrong 
man, they run him home, and iffen he talk big and won’t go home they whup 
him and make him go. 

Any nigger out on the road after dark liable to run across the Kluckers, and 
he better have a good pass! All the dances got to bust up at about “leven o'clock, 
too. 

One time I seen three-four Kluckers on hosses, all wrapped up in white, 
and they was making a black boy git home. They was riding hosses, and he 
was trotting down the road ahead of ’em. Ever’ time he stop and start talking, 
they pop the whip at his heels, and he start trotting on. He was so mad he was 
crying, but he was gitting on down the road just the same. 

I seen ’em coming, and I gits out my pass Young Master writ so I could show 
it, but when they ride by one in front just turns in his saddle and look back at 
t’other men and nod his head, and they just ride on by without stopping to see 
my pass. That man knowed me, I reckon. I looks to see iffen I knowed the 
hoss, but the Kluckers sometime swapped they hosses round amongst ’em, so 
the hoss maybe wasn’t hisn. 

They wasn’t very bad ’cause the niggers round there wasn’t bad, but I hear 
plenty of darkies git whupped in other places ’cause they act up and say they 
don’t have to take off they hats in the white stores and such. 

Any nigger that behave hisself and don’t go running round late at night and 
drinking never had no trouble with the Kluckers. 

Young Mistress go off and git married, but I don’t remember the name 
‘cause she live off somewhere else, and the next year, I think it was, my pappy 
and mammy go on a place about five miles away owned by a man named Mr. 
Bumpus, and I go ‘long with my sister Betty and brother Jimmie to help ‘em. 

I live around that place and never marry till Old Mammy and Pappy both 
gone, and Jimmie and Betty both married and I was gitting about forty year old 
myself, and then I go up in Kansas and work around till I git married at last. 

I was in Fort Scott, and I married Mathilda Black in 1900, and she is 73 
years old now and was born in Tennessee. We went to Pittsburg, Kansas, 
and lived from 1907 to 1913, when we come to Tulsa. 

Young Master’s children writ to me once in a while and telled me how they 
gitting ‘long up to about twenty year ago, and then J never heard no more 
about ’em. I never had no children, and it look like my wife going outlive me, 
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so my mainest hope when I goes on is seeing Mammy and Pappy and Old 
Master. Old Overseer, I ’speck, was too devilish mean to be there! 

Course I loves my Lord Jesus same as anybody, but you see I never hear 
much about Him until I was grown, and it seem like you got to hear about 
religion when you little to soak it up and put much by it. Nobody could read 
the Bible when I was a boy, and they wasn’t no white preachers talked to the 
niggers. We had meetings sometimes, but the nigger preacher just talk about 
being a good nigger and “doing to please the Master,” and I always thought he 
meant to please Old Master, and I always wanted to do that anyways. 

So that the reason I always remember the time Old Master pass on. 

It was about two years after the war, and Old Master been mighty poorly 
all the time. One day we was working in the Bumpus field and a nigger come 
on a mule and say Old Mistress like to have us go over to the old place ’cause 
Old Master mighty low and calling mine and Pappy’s and Mammy’s name. 
Old Man Bumpus say go right ahead. 

When we git to the big house, Old Master setting propped up in the bed, 
and you can see he mighty low and outen his head. 

He been talking about gitting the oats stacked, ‘cause it seem to him like it 
gitting gloomy-dark, and it gwine to rain, and hail gwine to catch the oats in 
the shocks. Some nigger come running up to the back door with an old horn 
Old Mistress sent him out to hunt up, and he blowed it so Old Master could 
hear it. 

Then pretty soon the doctor come to the door and say Old Master wants the 
bell rung ’cause the slaves should ought to be in from the fields, ’cause it gitting 
too dark to work. Somebody git a wagon tire and beat on it like a bell ringing, 
right outside Old Master’s window, and then we all go up on the porch and 
peep in. Everybody was snuffling kind of quiet, ’cause we can’t help it. 

We hear Old Master say, “That’s all right, Simmons. I don’t want my niggers 
working in the rain. Go down to the quarters and see they all dried off good. 
They ain’t got no sense, but they all good niggers.” Everybody around the bed 
was crying, and we all was crying too. 

Then Old Mistress come to the door and say we can go in and look at him if 
we want to. He was still setting propped up, but he was gone. 

I stayed in Louisiana a long time after that, but I didn’t care nothing about 
it, and it look like I’m staying a long time past my time in this world, ’cause I 
don’t care much about staying no longer, only I hates to leave Mathilda. 

But any time the Lord want me I’m ready, and I likes to think when He 
ready He going tell Old Master to ring the bell for me to come on in. 
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MARY REYNOLDS: LOUISIANA 


My paw’s name was Tom Vaughn, and he was from the North, born free 
man and lived and died free to the end of his days. He wasn’t no educated man, 
but he was what he calls himself a piano man. He told me once he lived in 
New York and Chicago and he built the insides of pianos and knew how to 
make them play in tune. He said some white folks from the South told he if 
he’d come with them to the South he’d find a lot of work to do with pianos in 
them parts, and he come off with them. 

He saw my maw on the place and her man was dead. He told my massa 
he’d buy my maw and her three children with all the money he had, iffen he’d 
sell her. But Massa was never one to sell any but the old niggers who was 
past working in the fields and past their breeding times. So my paw married 
my maw and works the fields, same as any other nigger. They had six gals: 
Martha and Panela and Josephine and Ellen and Katherine and me. 

I was born same time as Miss Dora. Massa’s first wife and my maw come to 
their time right together. Miss Dora’s maw died, and they brung Miss Dora to 
suck with me. It’s a thing we ain’t never forgot. My maw’s name was Sallie 
and Miss Dora always looked with kindness on my maw. We sucked till we 
was a fair size and played together, which wasn’t no common thing. None the 
other little niggers played with thewhite children. But Miss Dora loved me so 
good. 

I was just ‘bout big ’nough to start playing with a broom to go ’bout sweeping 
up and not even half doing it when Massa sold me. They was a old white man 
in Trinity, and his wife died and he didn’t have chick or child or slave or 
nothing. Massa sold me cheap, ’cause he didn’t want Miss Dora to play with no 
nigger young-un. That old man bought me a big doll and went off and left me 
all day, with the door open. I just sot on the floor and played with that doll. I 
used to cry. He’d come home and give me something to eat and then go to 
bed, and I slept on the foot of the bed with him. I was scared all the time in the 
dark. He never did close the door. 

Miss Dora pined and sickened. Massa done what he could, but they wasn’t 
no pertness in her. She got sicker and sicker, and Massa brung ’nother doctor. 
He say, “You little gal is grieving the life out her body, and she sure gwine die 
iffen you don’t do something ’bout it.” Miss Dora says over and over, “I wants 
Mary.” Massa say to the doctor, “That a little nigger young-un I done sold.” 
The doctor tells him he better git me back iffen he wants to save the life of his 
child. Massa has to give a big plenty more to git me back than what he sold me 
for, but Miss Dora plumps up right off and grows into fine health. 

Then Massa marries a rich lady from Mississippi, and they has children for 
company to Miss Dora and seem like for a time she forgits me. | 
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Massa wasn’t no piddling man. He was a man of plenty. He had a big house 
with no more style to it than a crib, but it could room plenty people. He was a 
medicine doctor, and they was rooms in the second story for sick folks what 
come to lay in. It would take two days to go all over the land he owned. He 
had cattle and stock and sheep and more’n a hundred slaves and more besides. 
He bought the best of niggers near every time the speculators come that way. 
He’d make a swap of the old ones and give money for young ones what could 
work. 

He raised corn and cotton and cane and ’taters and goobers, ’sides the peas 
and other feeding for the niggers. I member I held a hoe handle mighty un- 
steady when they put a old woman to larn me and some other children to 
scrape the fields. That old woman would be in a frantic. She’d show me and 
then turn ’bout to show some other little nigger, and I’d have the young corn 
cut clean as the grass. She say, “For the love of God, you better larn it right, or 
Solomon will beat the breath out you body.” Old Man Solomon was the nigger 
driver. 

Slavery was the worst days was ever seed in the world. They was things 
past telling, but I got the scars on my old body to show to this day. I seed worse 
than what happened to me. I seed them put the men and women in the stock 
with they hands screwed down through holes in the board and they feets tied 
together and they naked behinds to the world. Solomon the overseer beat 
them with a big whip and Massa look on. The niggers better not stop in the 
fields when they hear them yelling. They cut the flesh ’most to the bones, and 
some they was when they taken them out of stock and put them on the beds, 
they never got up again. 

When a nigger died, they let his folks come out the fields to see him afore 
he died. They buried him the same day, take a big plank and bust it with a ax 
in the middle ’nough to bend it back, and put the dead nigger in betwixt it. 
They'd cart them down to the graveyard on the place and not bury them deep 
’nough that buzzards wouldn’t come circling round. Niggers mourns now, but 
in them days they wasn’t no time for mourning. 

The conch shell blowed afore daylight, and all hands better git out for roll 
call, or Solomon bust the door down and git them out. It was work hard, git 
beatings, and half-fed. They brung the victuals and water to the fields on a 
slide pulled by a old mule. Plenty times they was only a half barrel water and 
it stale and hot, for all us niggers on the hottest days. Mostly we ate pickled pork 
and corn bread and peas and beans and ’taters. They never was as much as we 
needed. 

The times I hated most was picking cotton when the frost was on the bolls. 
My hands git sore and crack open and bleed. We'd have a little fire in the fields, 
and iffen the ones with tender hands couldn’t stand it no longer, we’d run and 
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warm our hands a little bit. When I could steal a ’tater, I used to slip it in the 
ashes, and when I’d run to the fire I’d take it out and eat it on the sly. 

In the cabins it was nice and warm. They was built of pine boarding, and 
they was one long row of them up the hill back of the big house. Near one side 
of the cabins was a fireplace. They’d bring in two-three big logs and put on the 
fire, and they’d last near a week. The beds was made out of puncheons fitted 
in holes bored in the wall, and planks laid ‘cross them poles. We had ticking 
mattresses filled with corn shucks. Sometimes the men build chairs at night. 
We didn’t know much ’bout having nothing, though. 

Sometimes Massa let niggers have a little patch. They'd raise ’taters or 
goobers. They liked to have them to help fill out on the victuals. "Taters roasted 
in the ashes was the best-tasting eating I ever had. I could die better satisfied 
to have just one more ‘tater roasted in hot ashes. The niggers had to work the 
patches at night and dig the ’taters and goobers at night. Then if they wanted to 
sell any in town, they’d have to git a pass to go. They had to go at night, ’cause 
they couldn’t ever spare a hand from the fields. 

Once in a while they’d give us a little piece of Saturday evening to wash out 
clothes in the branch. We hanged them on the ground in the woods to dry. 
They was a place to wash clothes from the well, but they was so many niggers 
all couldn’t git round to it on Sundays. When they’d git through with the 
clothes on Saturday evenings, the niggers which sold they goobers and ’taters 
brung fiddles and guitars and come out and play. The others clap they hands 
and stomp they feet and we young-uns cut a step round. I was plenty biggity 
and liked to cut a step. 

We was scared of Solomon and his whip, though, and he didn’t like frol. 
icking. He didn’t like for us niggers to pray, either. We never heared of no 
church, but us have praying in the cabins. We’d set on the floor and pray with 
our heads down low and sing low, but if Solomon heared he’d come and beat 
on the wall with the stock of his whip. He’d say, “I’ll come in there and tear 
the hide off you backs.” But some the old niggers tell us we got to pray to God 
that He don’t think different of the blacks and the whites. I know that Solomon 
is burning in hell today, and it pleasures me to know it. 

Once my maw and paw taken me and Katherine after night to slip to ‘nother 
place to a praying and singing. A nigger man with white beard told us a day 
am coming when niggers only be slaves of God. We prays for the end of tribu- 
lation and the end of beatings and for shoes that fit our feet. We prayed that us 
niggers could have all we wanted to eat and special for fresh meat. Some the 
old ones say we have to bear all, ‘cause that all we can do. Some say they was 
glad to the time they’s dead, ’cause they’d rather rot in the ground than have 
the beatings. What I hated most was when they’d beat me and I didn’t know 
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what they beat me for, and I hated them stripping me naked as the day I was 
born. 

When we’s coming back from that praying, I thunk I heared the nigger dogs 
and somebody on horseback. I say, “Maw, it’s them nigger hounds and they'll 
eat us up.” You could hear them old hounds and sluts a-baying. Maw listens 
and say, “Sure ’nough, them dogs am running and God help us!” Then she 
and Paw talk and they take us to a fence corner and stands us up ’gainst the 
rails and say don’t move and if anyone comes near, don’t breathe loud. They 
went to the woods, so the hounds chase them and not git us. Me and Katherine 
stand there, holding hands, shaking so we can hardly stand. We hears the 
hounds come nearer, but we don’t move. They goes after Paw and Maw, but 
they circles round to the cabins and gits in. Maw say it the power of God. 

In them days I weared shirts, like all the young-uns. They had collars and 
come below the knees and was split up the sides. That’s all we weared in hot 
weather. The men weared jeans and the women gingham. Shoes was the 
worstest trouble. We weared rough russets when it got cold, and it seem 
powerful strange they'd never git them to fit. Once when I was a young gal, 
they got me a new pair and all brass studs in the toes. They was too little for 
me, but I had to wear them. The brass trimmings cut into my ankles and 
them places got miserable bad. I rubs tallow in them sore places and wrops 
rags round them and my sores got worser and worser. The scars are there to 
this day. 

I wasn’t sick much, though. Some the niggers had chills and fever a lot, but 
they hadn’t discovered so many diseases then as now. Massa give sick niggers 
ipecac and asafetida and oil and turpentine and black fever pills. 

They was a cabin called the spinning-house and two looms and two spinning 
wheels going all the time, and two nigger women sewing all the time. It took 
plenty sewing to make all the things for a place so big. Once Massa goes to 
Baton Rouge and brung back a yaller gal dressed in fine style. She was a 
seamster nigger. He builds her a house ’way from the quarters, and she done 
fine sewing for the whites. Us niggers knowed the doctor took a black woman 
quick as he did a white and took any on his place he wanted, and he took them 
often. But mostly the children born on the place looked like niggers. Aunt 
Cheyney always say four of hers was Massa’s, but he didn’t give them no mind. 
But this yaller gal breeds so fast and gits a mess of white young-uns. She larnt 
them fine manners and combs out they hair. 

Oncet two of them goes down the hill to the dollhouse, where the Missy’s 
children am playing. They wants to go in the dollhouse and one the Missy’s 
boys say, “That’s for white children.” They say, “We ain’t no niggers, ’cause 
we got the same daddy you has, and he comes to see us near every day and 
fotches us clothes and things from town.” They is fussing, and Missy is listen- 
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ing out her chamber window. She heard them white niggers say, “He is our 
daddy and we call him daddy when he comes to our house to see our mama.” 

When Massa come home that evening, his wife hardly say nothing to him, 
and he ask her what the matter, and she tells him, “Since you asks me, I’m 
studying in my mind ’bout them white young-uns of that yaller nigger wench 
from Baton Rouge.” He say, “Now, honey. I fotches that gal just for you, 
‘cause she a fine seamster.” She say, “It look kind of funny they got the same 
kind of hair and eyes as my children, and they got a nose look like yours.” He 
say, “Honey, you just paying ’tention to talk of little children that ain’t got no 
mind to what they say.” She say, “Over in Mississippi I got a home and plenty 
with my daddy, and I got that in my mind.” 

Well, she didn’t never leave, and Massa bought her a fine, new span of sur- 
rey hosses. But she don’t never have no more children, and she ain’t so cordial 
with the Massa. That yaller gal has more white young-uns, but they don’t 
never go down the hill no more to the big house. 

Aunt Cheyney was just out of bed with a suckling baby one time, and she 
run away. Some say that was ‘nother baby of Massa’s breeding. She don’t come 
to the house to nurse her baby, so they misses her and Old Solomon gits the 
nigger hounds and takes her trail. They gits near her and she grabs a limb 
and tries to hist herself in a tree, but them dogs grab her and pull her down. 
The men hollers them onto her, and the dogs tore her naked and et the breasts 
plumb off her body. She got well and lived to be a old woman, but ‘nother 
woman has to suck her baby, and she ain’t got no sign of breasts no more. 

They give all the niggers fresh meat on Christmas and a plug tobacco all 
round. The highest cotton-picker gits a suit of clothes, and all the women what 
had twins that year gits a outfitting of clothes for the twins and a double, warm 
blanket. 

Seems like after I got bigger, I member more and more niggers run away. 
They’s ’most always cotched. Massa used to hire out his niggers for wage hands. 
One time he hired me and a nigger boy, Turner, to work for some ornery 
white trash, name of Kidd. One day Turner goes off and don’t come back. Old 
Man Kidd say I knowed ’bout it, and he tied my wrists together and stripped 
me. He hanged me by the wrists from a limb on a tree and spraddled my legs 
round the trunk and tied my feet together. Then he beat me. He beat me worser 
then I ever been beat before, and I faints dead away. When I come to I’m in bed. 
I didn’t care so much iffen I died. ; 

I didn’t know ‘bout the passing »“ time, but Miss Dora come to me. Some 
white folks done git word to her. Mr. Kidd tries to talk hisself out of it, but 
Miss Dora fotches me home when I’m well ’nough to move. She took me in a 
cart and my maw takes care of me. Massa looks me over good and says I'll git 
well, but I’m ruint for breeding children. 
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After while I taken a notion to marry and Massa and Missy marries us same 
as all the niggers. They stands inside the house with a broom held crosswise 
of the door and we stands outside. Missy puts a little wreath on my head they 
kept there, and we steps over the broom into the house. Now, that’s all they was 
to the marrying. After freedom I gits married and has it put in the book by a 


preacher. 
One day we was working in the fields and hears the conch shell blow, so 


we all goes to the back gate of the big house. Massa am there. He say, “Call the 
roll for every nigger big ’nough to walk, and I wants them to go to the river 
and wait there. They’s gwine be a show and I wants you to see it.” They was 
a big boat down there, done built up on the sides with boards and holes in the 
boards and a big gun barrel sticking through every hole. We ain’t never seed 
nothing like that. Massa goes up the plank onto the boat and comes out on the 
boat porch. He say, “This am a Yankee boat.” He goes inside and the water 
wheels starts moving and that boat goes moving up the river, and they says it 
goes to Natchez. 

The boat wasn’t more’n out of sight when a big drove of soldiers comes into 
town. They say they’s Federals. More’n half the niggers goes off with them 
soldiers, but I goes on back home ’cause of my old mammy. 

Next day them Yankees is swarming the place. Some the niggers wants to 
show them something. I follows to the woods. The niggers shows them sol- 
diers a big pit in the ground, bigger’n a big house. It is got wooden doors 
that lifts up, but the top am sodded and grass growing on it, so you couldn’t tell 
it. In that pit is stock, hosses and cows and mules and money and chinaware 
and silver and a mess of stuff them soldiers takes. 

We just sot on the place doing nothing till the white folks comes home. Miss 
Dora come out to the cabin and say she wants to read a letter to my mammy. 
It come from Louis, which is brother to my mammy, and he done follow the 
Federals to Galveston. A white man down there write the letter for him. It 
am tored in half and Massa done that. The letter say Louis am working in 
Galveston and wants Mammy to come with us, and he'll pay our way. Miss 
Dora say Massa swear, “Damn Louis. I ain’t gwine tell Sallie nothing,” and he 
starts to tear the letter up. But she won’t let him, and she reads it to Mammy. 

After a time Massa takes all his niggers what wants to Texas with him and 
Mammy gits to Galveston and dies there. I goes with Massa to the Tennessee 
Colony and then to Navasota. Miss Dora marries and goes to El Paso. She 
wrote and told me to come to her, and I always meant to go. 

My husband and me farmed round for times, and then I done housework 
and cooking for many years. I come to Dallas and cooked for seven year for 
one white family. My husband died years ago. I guess Miss Dora been dead 
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these long years. I always kept my years by Miss Dora’s years, ‘count we is born 
so close. 

I been blind and ’most helpless for five year. I’m gitting mighty enfeebling, 
and I ain’t walked outside the door for a long time back. I sets and members 
the times in the world. I ’members now clear as yesterday things I forgot for a 
long time. I ‘members ’bout the days of slavery, and I don’t ‘lieve they ever 
gwine have slaves no more on this éarth. I taink God done took that burden 
offen his black children, and I’m aiming to praise Him for it to His face in the 
days of glory what ain’t so far off. 


ELLEN BETTS: LOUISIANA 


I got borned on the Bayou Teche, clost to Opelousas. That in St. Mary’s 
Parish, in Louisiana, and I belonged to Tolas Parsons, what had ’bout five 
hundred slaves, counting the big ones and the little ones, and he had God know 
what else. When my eyes just barely fresh open, Marse Tolas die and will the 
whole lot of us to he brother, William Tolas Parsons. And I tells you that 
Marse William am the greatest man what ever walk this earth. That’s the 
truth. I can’t lie on him when the poor man’s in he grave. 

When a whupping got to be done, Old Marse do it heself. He don’t ‘low no 
overseer to throw he gals down and pull up their dress and whup on their 
bottoms like I hear tell some of ’em do. Was he still living I ’spect one part of 
he hands be with him today. I knows I would. 

When us niggers go down the road, folks say, “Them’s Parsons’ niggers. 
Don’t hit one them niggers for God’s sake, or Parsons sure eat your jacket 


up.” 

Nia Rachel what cook in the big house for Miss Cornelia had four young- 
uns and them children fat and slick as I ever seen. All the niggers have to stoop 
to Aunt Rachel just like they curtsy to Missy. I mind the time her husband, 
Uncle Jim, git mad and hit her over the head with the poker. A big knot raise 
up on Aunt Rachel’s head, and when Marse ’quire ‘bout it, she say she done 
bump the head. She dasn’t tell on Uncle Jim or Marse sure beat him. Marse 
sure proud them black, slick children of Rachel’s. You couldn’t find a yaller 
child on he place. He sure got no use for mixing black and white. 

Marse William have the prettiest place up and down that bayou, with the 
fine house and fine trees and such. From where we live it’s five mile to Center- 
ville one way and five mile to Patterson t’other. They hauls the lumber from 
one place or t’other to make wood houses for the slaves. Sometime Marse buy 
the furniture, and sometime the carpenter make it. 

Miss Sidney was Marse’s first wife, and he had six boys by her. Then he 
marry the widow Cornelia, and she give him four boys. With ten children 
springing up quick like that and all the colored children coming ‘long fast as 
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pig litters, I don’t do nothing all my days, but nurse, nurse, nurse. I nurse so 
many children it done went and stunted my growth, and that’s why I ain’t 
nothing but bones to this day. 

When the colored women has to cut cane all day till midnight come and 
after, I has to nurse the babies for them and tend the white children, too. Some 
them babies so fat and big I had to tote the feet while ‘nother gal tote the head. 
I was such a little one, bout seven or eight year old. The big folks leave some 
toddy for colic and crying and such, and I done drink the toddy and let the 
children have the milk. I don’t know no better. Lawsy me, it a wonder I ain’t 
the biggest drunker in this here country, counting all the toddy I done put in 
my young belly! 

When late of night come, iffen them babies wake up and bawl, I set up a 
screech and outscreech them till they shut their mouth. The louder they bawl, 
the louder I bawl. Sometime when Marse hear the babies cry, he come down 
and say, “Why the children cry like that, Ellen?” I say, “Marse, I git so hongry 
and tired I done drink the milk up.” When I talk sassy like that, Marse just 
shake he finger at me, ’cause he knowed I’s a good one and don’t let no little 
mite starve. 

Nobody ever hit me a lick. Marse always say being mean to the young-uns 
make them mean when they grows up and nobody gwine to buy a mean nig- 
ger. Marse don’t even let the children go to the big cane patch. He plant little 
bitty patches close to the house, and each little nigger have a patch and he work 
it till it got growed. Marse have the house girls make popcorn for ’em and 
candy. 

I nurse the sick folks too. Sometime I dose with blue mass pills, and some- 
time Dr. Fawcett leave rhubarb and ipecac and calomel and castor oil and such. 
Two year after the war, I git marry and git children of my own and then I 
turn into the wet nurse. I wet-nursed the white children and black children, 
like they all the same color. Sometime I have a white one pulling the one side 
and a black one the other. 

I wanted to git the papers for midwifing but, Law, I don’t never have no time 
for larning in slave time. If Marse cotch a paper in you hand he sure whup you. 
He don’t ‘low no bright niggers round, he sell ’em quick. He always say, “Book 
larning don’t raise no good sugar cane.” The only larning he "low was when 
they larn the colored children the Methodist catechism. The only writing a 
nigger ever git am when he git born or marry or die, then Marse put the name 
in the big book. 

Law, I ‘lect the time Marse marry Miss Cornelia. He went on the mail boat 
and brung her from New Orleans. She the prettiest woman in the world al- 
most, ’cepting she have the biggest mouth I nearly ever seed. He brung her up 
to the house, and all the niggers and boys and girls and cats and dogs and such 
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come and salute her. There she stand on the gallery, with a pretty white dress 
on with red stripes running up and down. Marse say to her, “Honey, see all 
the black folks, they ‘longs to you now.” She wave to us and smile on us, and 
next day she give her wedding dress to my ma. That the finest dress I ever seen. 
It was purple and green silk and all the nigger gals wear that dress when they 
git marry. My sister Sidney wore it and Sary and Mary. 

Miss Cornelia was the finest woman in tke world. Come Sunday morning 
she done put a bucket of dimes on the front gallery and stand there and throw 
dimes to the nigger children just like feeding chickens. I sure right here to 
testify, ‘cause I’s right there helping grab. Sometime she done put the washtub 
of buttermilk on the back gallery, and us children bring us gourds and dip up 
that good old buttermilk till it all git drunk up. Sometime she fotch bread 
and butter to the back gallery and pass it out when it don’t even come meal- 
time. 

Miss Cornelia set my ma to cutting patterns and sewing right away. She 
give all the women a bolt of linsey to make clothes, and Ma cut the pattern. 
Us all have the fine drawers down to the ankle, buttoned with pretty white 
buttons on the bottom. Lawsy, Ma sure cut a might of drawers, with sewing 
for her eleven gals and four boys, too. In the summer time we all git a bolt of 
blue cloth and white tape for trimming, to make Sunday dresses. For the field, 
all the niggers git homespun what you make jumpers out of. I lect how Marse 
say, “Don’t go into the field dirty Monday morning. Scrub youself and put on 
the clean jumper.” 

Marse sure good to them gals and bucks what cutting the cane. When they 
git done making sugar, he give a drink call “Peach and Honey” to the women- 
folk and whiskey and brandy to the men. And of all the dancing and capering 
you ever seen! My pa was fiddler, and we’d cut the pigeon wing and cut the 
buck and every other kind of dance. Sometime Pa git tired and say he ain't 
gwine to play no more, and us gals git busy and pop him corn and make 
candy, so to ’tice him to play more. 

Marse sure turn over in he grave did he know "bout some that ‘lasses. Them 
black boys don’t care. I seen ’em pull rats out the sugar barrel, and they taste 
the sugar and say, “Ain’t nothing wrong with that sugar. It still sweet.” One 
day a pert one pull a dead scorpion out the syrup kettle, and he just laugh 
and say, “Marse don’t want waste none this syrup,” and he lick the syrup 
right off that scorpion’s body and legs. 

Lawsy me, I seen thousands and thousands sugar barrels and kettles of syrup 
in my day. Lord knows how much cane Old Marse have. To them cutting the 
cane it don’t seem so much, but to them what work hour in, hour out, them 
sugar cane fields sure stretch from one end the earth to the other. Marse ship 
hogs and hogs of sugar down the bayou. I seen the river boats go down with 
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big signs what say, “Buy this here ‘lasses” on the side. And he raise a world of 
rice and ’taters and corn and peanuts, too. 

When the work slight, us black folks sure have the balls and dinners and 
such. We git all day to barbecue meat down on the bayou, and the white folks 
come down and eat ‘longside the colored. 

When a black gal marry, Marse marry her hisself in the big house. He marry 
’em Saturday, so they git Sunday off, too. One time the river boat come bearing 
the license for niggers to git marry with. Marse chase ’em off and say, “Don’t 
you come trucking no no-’count papers round my niggers. When I marry ’em, 
they marry as good as if the Lord God hisself marry ’em and it don’t take no 
paper to bind the tie.” Marse don’t stand no messing round, neither. A gal 
have to be of age and ask her pa and ma and Marse and Missy, and if they 
gree, they go ahead and git marry. Marse have the marry book to put the name 
down. 

One time Marse take me ‘long to help tote some children. He done write up 
to Virginny for to buy fresh hands. They a old man that hobble ‘long the road, 
and the children start to throw rocks, and the old man turn round to one prissy 
one and say, “Go on, young-un, you'll be where dogs can’t bark at you tomor- 
row.” Next morning us cooking in the kitchen, and all a sudden that little boy 
just crumple up dead on the floor. Law, we’s scared. Nobody ever bother that 
old man no more, for he sure lay the evil finger on you. 

Marse’s brother, Conrad, what was a widower, come to live on the planta- 
tion, and he had a little gal "bout eight year old. One day she in the plum 
orchard playing with a rattlesnake, and Marse Conrad have the fit. The little 
gal won't let nobody hurt that snake and she play with him. He won't bite her. 
She keeps him ’bout three year, and she’d rub and grease him. One day he got 
sick, and they give him some brandy, but he die and Old Doc pickle him in the 
bottle of brandy. That gal git so full of grief they take her to the infirmary in 
New Orleans, and then one day she up and die. 

That snake ain’t all what Doc Fawcett pickle. A slave woman give birth to 
a baby gal what have two faces with a strip of hair running ‘tween. Old Doc 
Fawcett pickle it in the jar of brandy. Old Doc start to court Miss Cornelia 
when Marse die, but she don’t have none of him, and he done went straight 
’way and kill hisself. 

One day a little man come riding by on a little dun hoss so fast you couldn’t 
see dat hoss’s tail a-switching. He whooping and hollering. Us niggers ’gun 
whoop and holler, too. Then first thing you know the Yanks and the Demo- 
crats ’gun to fight right there. They a high old mountain front Marse’s house, 
and the Yanks’ gun pepper cannon ball down from the top that hill. The war 
met right there, and them Yanks and Democrats fit for twenty-four hours 
straight running. 
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When the bullets starts raining down, Marse calls us and slip us way back 
into the woods, where it so black and deep. Next day, when the fight over, 
Marse come out with great big wagons piled full of mess-poke for us to eat. 
That what us call hog meat. Us sure glad to scape from the Yankees. 

When us driv back to the plantation, such a sight I never seen. Law, the 
things I can tell. Them Yanks have kilt men and women. I seed babies pick up 
from the road with their brains bust right out. One old man am drawing 
water, and a cannon ball shoots him right in the well. They draws him up with 
the fishing line. They’s a old sugar boat on the bayou with blood and sugar 
running ‘longside the busted barrels. “Lasses run in the bayou, and blood run 
in the ditches. Marse have the great big orchard on the road, and it wipe clean 
as the whistle. Bullets wipe up everything and bust that sugar cane all to 
pieces. The house sot far back and ’scape the bullets, but, Law, the time they 
have! 

They’s awful, awful times after that. A old cotton dress cost five dollars, 
and a pound of coffee cost five dollars, and a pint cup flour cost six bits. The 
Yanks round all the time, and one day they comes right in the house where 
Miss Cornelia eating her dinner. They march round the table, just scooping up 
meat and ’taters and grabbing cornpone right and left. Miss Cornelia don’t say 
a word, just smile sweet as honey-cake. I reckon them soldiers mighta took 
the silver and such, only she charm ’em by being so quiet and ladylike. First 
thing you know, them soldiers curtsy to Missy and take theirself right out the 
door and don’t come back. 

Then it seem like Marse have all the trouble in the world. He boy, Ned, die 
in the war, and William, what name for he pa, drink bad all the time. And 
after the war them Ku Kluxers what wear the false faces try to tinker with 
Marse’s niggers. One day Uncle Dave start to town, and a Kluxer ask him 
where am he pass. That Kluxer clout him, but Uncle Dave outrun him in the 
cane. Marse grab the hoss and go ’rest that man, and Marse a judge, and he 
make that man pay the fine for hitting Uncle Dave. After they hears of that, 
them old poky faces sure scared of Old Marse, and they git out from Opelousas 
and stays out. When me and my husband, John, come to Texas the folks say 
that Louisiana masters the meanest in the world, and I say right back at ‘em 
that they is good and mean in every spot of the earth. What more, the Louisiana 
masters free their niggers a year before any Texas nigger git free. 

When 'mancipation come, Marse sit on the big block and say, “You all is as 
free as I is, standing right here. Does you want to stay with me, you can, and 
I'll pay you for the work.” All the niggers cheer and say they want to stay, but 
Marse die not long after, and all us niggers scatter. 

I sure ‘lect that day Old Marse die. He won't die till Ma gits there. He keep 
saying, “Where’s Charity? Tell Charity to come.” They fotch Ma from the cane 
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patch, and she hold Marse’s hand till he die. Us niggers went to the graveyard, 
and us sure cry over Old Marse. 

Marse’s brother, Goldham, carries all he hands back to the free country to 
turn ’em loose. He say the free country am the ones what’s yelling ’bout slave 
times, so they could just take care of the niggers. Marse Goldham so big that 
when he stand in the door you couldn’t git by him, ’thout he stand sideways. 

Law, times ain’t like they was in slave days. All my ten children is dead and 
my old man gone, and now I reckon my time "bout ’rive. All I got to do now 
am pray the Lord to keep me straight; then, when the great day come, I can 
march the road to glory. 


MARY GRAYSON: INDIAN TERRITORY 


I am what we colored people call a “native.” That means that I didn’t come 
into the Indian country from somewhere in the Old South, after the war, like 
so many Negroes did, but I was born here in the old Creek Nation, and my 
master was a Creek Indian. That was eighty-three years ago, so I am told. 

My mammy belonged to white people back in Alabama when she was 
born—down in the southern part, I think, for she told me that after she was a 
sizable girl her white people moved into the eastern part of Alabama where 
there was a lot of Creeks. Some of them Creeks was mixed up with the whites, 
and some of the big men in the Creeks who come to talk to her master was 
almost white, it looked like. “My white folks moved around a lot when I was 
a little girl,” she told me. 

When Mammy was about ten or twelve years old, some of the Creeks begun 
to come out to the Territory in little bunches. They wasn’t the ones who was 
taken out here by the soldiers and contractor men—they come on ahead by 
themselves, and most of them had plenty of money, too. A Creek come to my 
mammy’s master and bought her to bring out here, but she heard she was being 
sold and run off into the woods. There was an old clay pit, dug way back into 
a high bank, where the slaves had been getting clay to mix with hog-hair 
scrapings to make chinking for the big log houses they built for the master 
and the cabins they made for themselves. Well, my mammy run and hid way 
back in that old clay pit, and it was ’way after dark before the master and the 
other man found her. | 

The Creek man that bought her was a kind sort of a man, Mammy said, and 
wouldn’t let the master punish her. He took her away and was kind to her, 
but he decided she was too young to breed, and he sold her to another Creek 
who had several slaves already, and he brought her out to the Territory. 

The McIntosh men was the leaders in the bunch that come out at that time, 
and one of the bunch, named Jim Perryman, bought my mammy and married 
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her to one of his “boys,” but after he waited a while and she didn’t have a baby 
he decided she was no good breeder and he sold her to Mose Perryman. 

Mose Perryman was my master, and he was a cousin to Legus Perryman, 
who was a big man in the tribe. He was a lot younger than Mose, and laughed 
at Mose for buying my mammy, but he got fooled, because my mammy got 
married to Mose’s slave boy Jacob, the way the slaves was married them days, 
and went ahead and had ten children for Mr. Mose. 

Mose Perryman owned my pappy and his older brother, Hector, and one of 
the McIntosh men—Oona, I think his name was—owned my pappy’s brother 
William. I can remember when I first heard about there was going to be a war. 
The older children would talk about it, but they didn’t say it was a war all over 
the country. They would talk about a war going to be “back in Alabama,” and 
I guess they had heard the Creeks talking about it that way. 

When I was born we lived in the Choska [ pronounced Choe-skey] bottoms, 
and Mr. Mose Perryman had a lot of land broke in all up and down the Ar- 
kansas River along there. After the war, when I had got to be a young woman, 
there was quite a settlement grew up at Choska right across the river east of 
where Haskell now is, but when I was a child before the war all the whole 
bottoms was marshy kind of wilderness except where farms had been cleared 
out. The land was very rich, and the Creeks who got to settle there were lucky. 
They always had big crops. All west of us was high ground, toward Gibson 
Station and Fort Gibson, and the land was sandy. Some of the MclIntoshes 
lived over that way, and my Uncle William belonged to one of them. 

We slaves didn’t have a hard time at all before the war. I have had people 
who were slaves of white folks back in the old states tell me that they had to 
work awfully hard and their masters were cruel to them sometimes, but all the 
Negroes I knew who belonged to Creeks always had plenty of clothes and lots 
to eat, and we all lived in good log cabins we built. We worked the farm and 
tended to the horses and cattle and hogs, and some of the older women worked 
around the owner’s house, but each Negro family looked after a part of the 
fields and worked the crops like they belonged to us. 

When I first heard talk about the war, the slaves were allowed to go and see 
one another sometimes, and often they were sent on errands several miles with 
a wagon or on a horse, but pretty soon we were all kept at home, and nobody 
was allowed to come around and talk to us. But we heard what was going on. 

The McIntosh men got nearly everybody to side with them about the war, 
but we Negroes got word somehow that the Cherokees over back of Fort Gib- 
son was not going to be in the war and that there were some Union people 
over there who would help slaves to get away, but we children didn’t know 
anything about what we heard our parents whispering about, and they would 
stop if they heard us listening. Most of the Creeks who lived in our part of the 


131 


country, between the Arkansas and the Verdigris, and some even south of the 
Arkansas, belonged to the Lower Creeks and sided with the South, but down 
below us along the Canadian River they were Upper Creeks, and there was a 
good deal of talk about them going with the North. Some of the Negroes tried 
to get away and go down to them, but I don’t know of any from our neighbor- 
hood that went to them. 

Some Upper Creeks came up into the Choska bottoms talking around among 
the folks there about siding with the North. They were talking, they said, for 
Old Man Gouge, who was a big man among the Upper Creeks. His Indian 
name was Opoeth-le-ya-hola, and he got away into Kansas with a big bunch of 
Creeks and Seminoles during the war. 

Before that time, I remember one night my Uncle William brought another 
Negro man to our cabin and talked a long time with my pappy, but pretty soon 
some of the Perryman Negroes told them that Mr. Mose was coming down, 
and they went off into the woods to talk. But Mr. Mose didn’t come down. 
When Pappy came back, Mammy cried quite a while, and we children could 
hear them arguing late at night. Then my Uncle Hector slipped over to our 
cabin several times and talked to Pappy, and Mammy began to fix up grub, but 
she didn’t give us children but a little bit of it, and told us to stay around with 
her at the cabin and not go playing with the other children. 

Then early one morning, about daylight, old Mr. Mose came down to the 
cabin in his buggy, waving a shotgun and hollering at the top of his voice. I 
never saw a man so mad in all my life, before nor since! 

He yelled in at Mammy to “git them children together and git up to my 
house before I beat you and all of them to death!” Mammy began to cry and 
plead that she didn’t know anything, but he acted like he was going to shoot 
sure enough, so we all ran to Mammy and started for Mr. Mose’s house as fast 
as we could trot. | 

We had to pass all the other Negro cabins on the way, and we could see 
that they were all empty, and it looked like everything in them had been tore 
up. Straw and corn shucks all over the place, where somebody had tore up the 
mattresses, and all the pans and kettles gone off the outside walls where they 
used to hang them. 

At one place we saw two Negro boys loading some iron kettles on a wagon, 
and a little further on was some boys catching chickens in a yard, but we could 
see all the Negroes had left in a big hurry. 

I asked Mammy where everybody had gone and she said, “Up to Mr. Mose’s 
house, where we are going. He’s calling us all in.” 

“Will Pappy be up there too?” I asked her. 

“No. Your pappy and your Uncle Hector and your Uncle William and a lot 
of other menfolks won’t be here any more. They went away. That’s why Mr. 
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Mose is so mad, so if any of you young-uns say anything about any strange men 
coming to our place I'll break your necks!” Mammy was sure scared! 

We all thought sure she was going to git a big whipping, but Mr. Mose just 
looked at her a minute and then told her to git back to the cabin and bring 
all the clothes, and bed ticks and all kinds of cloth we had and come back 
ready to travel. 

“We're going to take all you black devils to a place where there won't no 
more of you run away!” he yelled after us. So we got ready to leave as quick as 
we could. I kept crying about my pappy, but Mammy would say, “Don’t you 
worry about your pappy, he’s free now. Better be worrying about us. No telling 
where we all will end up!” There was four or five Creek families and their 
Negroes all got together to leave, with all their stuff packed in buggies and 
wagons, and being toted by the Negroes or carried tied on horses, jackasses, 
mules, and milk cattle. I reckon it was a funny-looking sight, or it would be to 
a person now, the way we was all loaded down with all manner of baggage 
when we met at the old ford across the Arkansas that led to the Creek Agency. 
The Agency stood on a high hill a few miles across the river from where we 
lived, but we couldn’t see it from our place down in the Choska bottoms. But 
as soon as we got up on the upland east of the bottoms we could look across 
and see the hill. 

When we got to a grove at the foot of the hill near the Agency, Mr. Mose and 
the other masters went up to the Agency for a while. I suppose they found out 
up there what everybody was supposed to do and where they was supposed 
to go, for when we started on it wasn’t long until several more families and 
their slaves had joined the party, and we made quite a big crowd. 

The little Negro boys had to carry a little bundle apiece, but Mr. Mose didn’t 
make the little girls carry anything and let us ride if we could find anything to 
ride on. My mammy had to help lead the cows part of the time, but a lot of 
the time she got to ride an old horse, and she would put me up behind her. It 
nearly scared me to death, because I had never been on a horse before, and she 
had to hold on to me all the time to keep me from falling off. 

Of course, I was too small to know what was going on then, but I could tell 
that all the masters and the Negroes seemed to be mighty worried and careful 
all the time. Of course, I know now that the Creeks were all split up over the 
war, and nobody was able to tell who would be friendly to us or who would 
try to poison us or kill us, or at least rob us. There was a lot of bushwhacking all 
through that country by little groups of men who was just out to get all they 
could. They would appear like they was the enemy of anybody they run 
across, just to have an excuse to rob them or burn up their stuff. If you said 
you was with the South they would be with the North, and if you claimed to 
be with the Yankees they would be with the South, so our party was kind of 
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upset all the time we was passing through the country along the Canadian. 
That was where Old Gouge had been talking against the South. I’ve heard my 
folks say that he was a wonderful speaker, too. 

We all had to move along mighty slow, on account of the ones on foot, and 
we wouldn’t get very far in one day, then we Negroes had to fix up a place to 
camp and get wood and cook supper for everybody. Sometimes we would 
come to a place to camp that somebody knew about, and we would find it all 
tromped down by horses and the spring all filled in and ruined. I reckon Old 
Gouge’s people would tear up things when they left, or maybe some Southern 
bushwhackers would do it. I don’t know which. 

When we got down to where the North Fork runs into the Canadian, we 
went around the place where the Creek town was. There was lots of Creeks 
down there who was on the other side, so we passed around that place and 
forded across west of there. The ford was a bad one, and it took us a long time 
to get across. Everybody got wet and a lot of the stuff on the wagons got wet. 
Pretty soon we got down into the Chickasaw country, and everybody was 
friendly to us, but the Chickasaw people didn’t treat their slaves like the Creeks 
did. They was more strict, like the people in Texas and other places. The 
Chickasaws seemed lighter color than the Creeks, but they talked more in In- 
dian among themselves and to their slaves. Our masters talked English nearly 
all the time except when they were talking to Creeks who didn’t talk good 
English, and we Negroes never did learn very good Creek. I could always 
understand it, and can yet, a little, but I never did try to talk it much. Mammy 
and Pappy used English to us all the time. 

Mr. Mose found a place for us to stop close to Fort Washita, and got us 
places to stay and work. I don’t know which direction we were from Fort 
Washita, but I know we were not very far. I don’t know how many years we 
were down in there, but I know it was over two, for we worked on crops at two 
different places, I remember. Then one day Mr. Mose came and told us that 
the war was over and that we would have to root for ourselves after that. Then 
he just rode away, and I never saw him after that until after we had got back 
up into the Choska country. Mammy heard that the Negroes were going to get 
equal rights with the Creeks and that she should go to the Creek Agency to 
draw for us, so we set out to try to get back. 

We started out on foot and would go a little ways each day, and Mammy 
would try to get a little something to do to get us some food. Two or three times 
she got paid in money, so she had some money when we got back. After three 
or four days of walking, we came across some more Negroes who had a horse, 
and Mammy paid them to let us children ride and tie with their children for a 
day or two. They had their children on the horse, so two or three little ones 
would get on with a larger one to guide the horse, and we would ride a while 
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and get off and tie the horse and start walking on down the road. Then when 
the others caught up with the horse they would ride until they caught up with 
us. Pretty soon the old people got afraid to have us do that, so we just led the 
horse and some of the little ones rode it. 

We had our hardest times when we would get to a river or big creek. If the 
water was swift, the horse didn’t do any gocd, for it would shy at the water 
and the little ones couldn’t stay on, so we would have to just wait until some- 
one came along in a wagon and maybe have to pay them with some of our 
money or some of our goods we were bringing back to haul us across. Some- 
times we had to wait all day before anyone would come along in a wagon. 

We were coming north all this time, up through the Seminole Nation, but 
when we got to Weleetka we met a Creek family of freedmen who were going 
to the Agency too, and Mammy paid them to take us along in their wagon. 
When we got to the Agency, Mammy met a Negro who had seen Pappy and 
knew where he was, so we sent word to him and he came and found us. He 
had been through most of the war in the Union army. 

When he got away into the Cherokee country, some of them called the 
“Pins” helped to smuggle him on up into Missouri and over into Kansas, but 
he soon found that he couldn’t get along and stay safe unless he went with the 
army. He went with them until the war was over and was around Gibson 
quite a lot. When he was there he tried to find out where we had gone but said 
he never could find out. He was in the battle of Honey Springs, he said, but 
never was hurt or sick. When we got back together, we cleared a section of 
land a little east of the Choska bottoms, near where Clarksville now is, and 
farmed until I was a great big girl. 

I went to school at a little school called Blackjack school. I think it was a kind 
of mission school and not one of the Creek Nation schools, because my first 
teacher was Miss Betty Weaver and she was not a Creek but a Cherokee. Then 
we had two white teachers, Miss King and John Kernan, and another Chero- 
kee was in charge. His name was Ross, and he was killed one day when his 
horse fell off a bridge across the Verdigris, on the way from Tullahassee to 
Gibson Station. 

When I got to be a young woman I went to Okmulgee and worked for 
some people near there for several years, then I married Tate Grayson. We got 
our freedmen’s allotments on Mingo Creek, east of Tulsa, and lived there 
until our children were grown and Tate died, then I came to live with my 
daughter in Tulsa. 
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PART THREE 


From Can to Can't 


They worked, in a manner of speaking, from can to can’t, from the time they 
could see until the time they couldn't. They do about the same thing now. 





As the testimony of experience, not opinion, the slave narratives re-create the 
actual conditions of slavery as distinct from the romantic conception of the 
plantation tradition, which still survives in life and literature. The basic 
assumptions of this tradition—Negro inferiority, dependence, and content— 
have given us the pleasantly picturesque stereotypes of Uncle Tom and Uncle 
Remus and the not so pleasant or picturesque ethics of Jim Crow. Traces of the 
slave’s traditional attitude of respect and “easy-going trustfulness” are reflected 
in the narratives as part of the pattern of slavery which Charles S. Johnson has 
called the “shadow of the plantation” and which has been kept alive in the rural 
South through a vicious circle of cultural isolation and economic depression. 
Moreover, certain narrators (usually house servants) are moved by feelings of 
genuine loyalty and affection toward a kind master or mistress. But, except for 
these survivals and regressions, there is no attempt here to gloss over the phys- 
ical and mental effects of slavery, as in the sentimental distortions and cheap 
caricatures of fiction, the stage, and popular song. Instead, the slave emerges as 
an individual rather than a type, a person rather than a symbol, with normal 
sensibilities and intelligence, portrayed as only the Negro can portray his own 
kind. 

“To take in, or to understand the exact social status of such a people in all 
its bearings,” wrote the publisher in his preface to an 1890 reprint of Solomon 
Northup’s Twelve Years a Slave, “we can pursue no better course than to live 
among them, to become for a time one of them, to fall from a condition of 
freedom to one of bondage, to feel the scourge, to bear the marks of the brands, 
and the outrage of manacles.” The privations, penalties, and punishments, as 
well as the occasional favors, privileges, and rewards, were part of an elaborate 


137 


system of control by which the master made slavery acceptable to the slave. 
With the absolute power of the owner over his human property, slavery was 
nothing short of tyranny; and, like every tyrant, the master lived in constant 
fear of revolt and had to make favorites and spies of some slaves and examples 
of others. In between master and slave were the overseer and the patroller, from 
whom no mercy was expected, and the “nigger driver,” who was apt to be 
“meaner than the white folks.” 

But, in spite of all attempts to crush it, the slave had a will of his own, which 
was actively, as well as passively, opposed to the master’s. And it is this stubborn 
and rebellious will—tragic, heroic, defeated, or triumphant—that, more than 
all else, haunts us, as it haunted the master, “frustrating his designs by a 
ceaseless though perhaps invisible countermining,” as Theodore D. Weld wrote 
in 1839, As the master saw this opposing will constantly in the “dissatisfied 
look, and reluctant air and unwilling movement; the constrained strokes of 
labor, the drawling tones, the slow hearing, the feigned stupidity, the sham 
pains and sickness, the short memory,” so in the narratives the slave expresses 
his hatred of enslavement and his contempt for his enslaver in less subtle and 
more open ways, such as “taking” what belonged to him, escaping or assisting 
others to escape, secretly learning or teaching others to read and write, secret 
meetings, suicide, infanticide, homicide, and the like. 

Here, too, caught in the same inexorable nexus of human relationships, the 
master appears as the victim of his own system; for, in a world torn by fear, 
passion, and violence, all classes were inevitably demoralized and brutalized. 
Here are the tragic beginnings of what was most degrading of all—slavery’s 
legacy of race prejudice and hatred, which has left its mark on the whole 


country. 
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COUNT THE STARS THROUGH THE CRACKS 


I stayed round with Master's boys a lot, and them white boys was as good to 
me asf I had been their brother. And I stayed up to the big house lots of nights 
so as to be handy for running for Old Master and Mistress. The big house was 
fine, but the log cabin where my mammy lived had so many cracks in it that 
when I would sleep down there I could lie in bed and count the stars through 
the cracks. Mammy’s beds was ticks stuffed with dried grass and put on bunks 
built on the wall, but they did sleep so good. I can ’most smell that clean dry 
grass now. 


A PRETTY CROP OF CHILDREN 


I 


Old Master sure thought more of his little nigger children. He used to ride in 
the quarters ’cause he like to see em come running. The cook, she was a old 
woman name Forney, and she had to see after feeding the children. She had a 
way of calling ’em up. She holler, “Tee, tee, t-e-e,” and all us little niggers just 
come running. Old Master he ride up and say, “Forney, call up them little pick- 
aninnies,” and Old Forney she lift up her voice and holler, “Tee, t-e-e, t-e-e,” 
and Old Master just set up on the hoss and laugh and laugh a lot to see us come 
running up. He like to count up how many little niggers he did have. That was 
fun for us, too. 


If 


Yes, ma’am, my white folks was proud of they niggers. Um, yessum, when 
they used to have company to the big house, Miss Ross would bring them to the 
door to show them us children. And, my blessed, the yard would be black with 
us children, all string up there next the doorstep ooking up in they eyes. Old 
Missus would say, “Ain’t I got a pretty crop of little niggers coming on?” The 
lady, she look so please like. Then Miss Ross say, “Do my little niggers want 
some bread to gnaw on?” And us children say, “Yessum, yessum, we do.” 
Then she would go in the pantry and see could she find some cook bread to 
hand us. 


OLD MISTRESS’ PET 


When Miss Jane’s husband died, he willed the niggers to his children, and 
Mandy Paine owned me then. When I was one month old they said I was so 
white Mandy Paine thought her brother was my father, so she got me and 
carried me to the meat block and was going to cut my head off. When the 
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children heard, they run and cried, “Mama’s going to kill Harriet’s baby.” Old 
Mistress, Jane Davis, heard about it, and she come and paid Miss Jane $40 for 
me and carried me to her home, and I slept right in the bed with her till the war 
ceasted. 

Her children was grown, and they used to come by and say, “Ma, why don’t 
you take that nigger out of your bed?” and she’d reach over and pat me and 
say, “This the only nigger I got.” 


TURKEY BUZZARD LAID ME 


...+ Well, you know, Uncle Stephen, he kinda overseer for some widow 
womans. He mama’ husband. He come to see my mama any time he gits 
ready. But I find out he ain’t my pappy. I knowed that since when I’s a little 
thing. I used to go over to Massa Daniels’ plantation. They tell me all "bout it. 
The folks over there they used to say to me: “Who’s your pappy? Who’s your 
pappy?” I just say: “Turkey buzzard lay me and the sun hatch me,” and then 
go on ’bout my business. Course all the time they knows, and I knows, too, that 
Massa Daniels was my pappy..... 


OLD HOG ROUND THE BENCH 


First thing I ‘member is us was bought by Massa Colonel Pratt Washington 
from Massa Lank Miner. Massa Washington was pretty good man. He boys, 
George and John Henry, was the only overseers. Them boys treat us nice. 
Massa always rid up on he hoss after dinner-time. He hoss was a bay, call 
Sank. The fields was in the bottoms of the Colorado River. The big house was 
on the hill, and us could see him coming. He weared a tall beaver hat always. 

The reason us always watch for him am that he boy, George, try Jarn us our 
ABC’s in the field. The workers watch for Massa, and when they seed him 
a-riding down the hill they starts singing out, “Old hog round the bench! Old 
hog round the bench!” 

That the signal and then everybody starts working like they have something 
after them. But I's too young to larn much in the field, and I can’t read today 
and have to make the cross when I signs for my name. 


DON’T LET THE SUN GO DOWN ON YOU 
I come up in the way of obedience. Any time I wanted to go, had to go to 
Old Mistress, and she say: “Don’t let the sun go down on you.” And when we 
come home, the sun was in the trees. If you seed the sun was going down on 
you, you run. 
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I DIDN’T KNOW WHAT “SELL” MEANT 


One time Old Master and another man come and took some calves off, and 
Pappy say Old Master taking them off to sell. I didn’t know what “sell” meant, 
and J ast Pappy, “Is he going to bring em back when he git through selling 


them?” I never did see no money neither, until time of the war or a little before. 


FANNING THF. FLIES 


When I got big enough for to step around, from the very first, my maw took 
me into the big house. It still there, ’cept it done ’bout fell down now, to what 
it was then. But some of Marse’s folks, they lives down there still. Then, you 
see, they is like these white folks up round here now. They ain’t got no big 
money like they had when I was a-running up. Time I got big enough for to 
run around in my shirttail, my maw, she ‘lowed one night to my paw, when he 
was setting by the fire, “That black little nigger over there, he got to git hisself 
some pants ’cause I’s gwine to put him up over the white folks’s table.” In them 
times the doors and windows, they never had no screen wire up to them like 
they is now. Folks didn’t know nothing ’bout no such as that then. My master 
and all the other big white folks, they raised peafowls. Is you ever seed any? 
Well, every spring us little niggers, we cotch them wild things at night. They 
could fly like a buzzard. They roosted up in the pine trees, right up in the tip 
top. So the missus, she have us young-uns clamb up there and git ’em when they 
first took roost. Us would clamb down, and my maw, she would pull the long 
feathers outen the tails. For weeks the cocks, they wouldn’t let nobody see ’em 
if they could help it. Them birds is sure proud. When they is got the feathers, 
they just struts on the fences, and the fences was rail in them days. Iffen they 
could see theirself in a puddle of water after a rain, they would stay there all 
day a-strutting and carrying on like nobody’s business. Yes, sir, them was pretty 
birds. 

After us got the feathers, the missus, she’d ‘low that all the nigger gals gwine 
to come down in the washhouse and make fly brushes. Sometime the missus’d 
give some of the gals some short feathers to put in their Sunday hats. When 
them gals got them hats on, I used to git so disgusted with ’em I'd leave ’em at 
church and walk home by myself. Anyway, by that time all the new fly brushes 
was made, and the missus, she have fans made from the short feathers for the 
white folks to fan the air with on hot days. Lordy, I’s strayed far from what I 
had started out for to tell you. But I knowed that you young folks didn’t know 
nothing ’bout all that. In them days the dining-room was big and had the 
windows open all the summer long, and all the doors stayed stretched, too. 
Quick as the mess of victuals began to come on the table, a little nigger boy was 
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put up in the swing, I calls it, over the table, to fan the flies and gnats offen the 
missus’ victuals. This swing was just offen the end of the long table. Some of 
the white folks had steps a-leading up to it. Some of ’em just had the little 
boys’ maws to fetch the young-uns up there till they got through; then they was 
fetched down again. 

Well, when I got my pants, my maw fetched me in and I clumb up the steps 
that Marse Johnson had, to git up in his swing with. At first, they had to show 
me just how to hold the brush, ’cause them peacock feathers was so long iffen 
you didn’t mind your business, the ends of them feathers would splash in the 
gravy or something nother, and then the missus’ table be all spattered up. Some 
of the masters would whup the nigger childrens for that carelessness, but Marse 
Johnson, he always good to his niggers. Most the white folks good to the nig- 
gers round’bout where I comes from. 

It wa’n’t long ’fore I got used to it, and I never did splash the feathers in no 
ration. But after I got used to it, I took to a-going to sleep up there. Marse 
Johnson he would just git up and wake me up. All the white folks at the table 
joke me so "bout being so lazy I soon stop that foolishness. My maw, she roll 
her eyes at me when I come down after the master had to wake me up. 

That change like everything else. When I got bigger, I got to be houseboy. 
They took down the swing and got a little gal to stand just ’hind the missus’ 
chair and fan them flies. The missus ‘low to Marse Johnson that the style done 
change, when he want to know how come she took the swing down. So that 
is the way it is now with the women; they changes the whole house with the 
style. But I tells my childrens, ain’t no days like the old days when I was a 


shaver. 
RIDING OLD JOHN BACKWARDS 


.... Never whipped me but one time in my life. 

Pll tell you about it. This is what they whipped me for. Me and my brother 
Sam had to water the horses. I didn’t have to go with Sam, but I was big 
enough to do that. We had one old horse named John—big old horse. I would 
have to git up on a ten-rail fence to git on him. One day I was leading Old John 
back, and I got tired of walking. So when I come to a ten-rail fence, I got up on 
Old John. I got up on him backwards, and I didn’t have hold of no bridle nor 
nothing because I was looking at his tail. 

The others got back there before I did. Old Master said to them, “Where’s 
Tillie?” 

They said to him, “She’s coming, leading Old John.” 

After a while they saw me coming, and one of ’em, said, “There’s Tillie 
now.” 

And nother one, “Man, she’s sitting on the horse backwards.” And Old John 
was ambling along nipping the grass now and then, with his bridle dragging 
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and me sitting up on his back, facing his tail and slipping and sliding with 
every step. 

Old John was gentle. But they were scared he would throw'me off. Old 
Missus come out the gate and met him herself, ‘cause she was ‘fraid the others 
would ’cite him and make him throw me down. She gentled him and led him 
up to Old Master. They was careful and ger-tle till they got me off that horse, 
and then Old Master turned and lit into me and give me a brushing. 

That’s the only whipping he ever give me. But that didn’t do me no good. 
Leastwise, it didn’t stop me from riding horses. I rode Old John ever’ chance 
I could git. But I didn’t ride him backwards no more. 


BARBECUE AND BIG MEETING 


Newt and Anderson was my young masters. They was ‘long ‘bout my own 
age. They went to school at Goshen Hill. The school was near the store, some 
folks called it the trading post in them days. They had barrels of liquor setting 
out from the store in a long row. Sold the liquor to the rich mens that carried 
on at the race track near by. Folks in Goshen was all rich in them days. Rogers 
Church, where the Carlisles, Jeters, Sims, Selbys, Glens, and lots of other folks 
went, too, and the slaves, was the richest country church in this part of the 
whole state, so I is often been told. Ebenezer, over in Maybinton, was the 
onliest church in the whole country that tried to strive with Rogers in the way 
of finery and style. The Hendersons, Maybins, Hardys, Douglasses, Cofields, 
Chicks, and Oxners was the big folks over there. Both the churches was Meth- 
odist. 

Every summer they carried on camp meeting at Rogers. All the big Metho- 
dist preachers would come from ’way off then. They was entertained in the 
Carlisle big house. Missus put on the dog (as the niggers says now) then. 
Everything was cleaned up just fore the meeting like us did for the early spring 
cleaning. Camp meeting ‘come just after the craps was done laid by. Then all 
craps was done laid by before July the fourth. It was unheard of for anybody 
to let the Fourth come without the craps outen the way. Times is done changed 
now, Lord. Then the fields was heavy with corn head high and cotton up 
around the darky’s waist! Grass was all cleaned out of the furrows on the last 
g> round. The fields and even the terraces was put in apple pie order for the 
gathering of the craps in the fall. 

As you all knows, the Fourth has always been nigger day. Marse and Missus 
had good rations for us early on the Fourth. Then us went to barbecues after 
the morning chores was done. In them days the barbecues was usually held on 
the plantation of Marse Jim Hill in Fish Dam. That was not far from Goshen. 
Marse Jim had a pretty spring that is still all walled up with fine rocks. The 
water come outen these rocks that cold that you can’t hold your hand in it for 
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more than a minute at the longest. There is a big flat rock beyond the spring 
that I ’specks covers more than an acre and a half of ground. A creek run 
along over this rock, where the mules and the hosses could rest in the shade of 
the trees and drink all the water that they wanted. Wild ferns growed waist 
high along there then. All kinds of pretty flowers and daisies was gathered by 
the gals. Them was the best days that any darky has ever seed. Never had 
nothing to aggravate your mind then. Plenty to eat; plenty to wear; plenty 
wood to burn; good house to live in; and no worry ‘bout where it was a-coming 
from] 

Old Marse he give us the rations for the barbecues. Every master wanted his 
darkies to be thought well of at the barbecues by the darkies from all the other 
plantations. They had pigs barbecued, and goats; and the missus let the women- 
folks bake pies, cakes, and custards for the barbecue, just ’zactly like it was 
for the white folks’ barbecue theyself! 

Young ones carried on like young colts, a-frolicking in the pasture till they 
had done got so full of victuals that they could not eat another bite. Then they 
roamed on off and set down somewheres to sleep in the shade of the trees. 
When the sun started to going down, then the old folks begin to git ready to 
return back to they home plantations, for there was the master’s stock and 
chickens to feed and put up for the night, to say nothing of the cows to milk. 
The master’s work had to go on around the big house, ’cause all the darkies 
had been ‘lowed to have such a pleasant day. Next day being Saturday was on 
this occasion not only ration day, but the day to git ready for the white folks’ 
camp meeting which I has already called to recollection several times. .... 

As I has said once, the fields was in lay-by shape and the missus done already 
got the house cleaned. The childrens was put in one room to sleep, and that 
make more room for the preachers and guests that gwine to visit in the big 
house for the next six weeks. Then the plans for cooking had to be brung 
‘bout. They never had no ice in them days, as you well knows; but us had a 
dry well under our big house. It was deep, and everything keep real cool down 
there. Steps led down into it, and it always be real dark down there. The rats 
run around down there, and the young-uns scared to go down for anything. So 
us carry a lightwood knot for light when us put anything in it or take any- 
thing out. There ain’t no need for me to tell you ’bout the wellhouse where us 
kept all the milk and butter, for it was the talk of the country ‘bout what nice 
fresh milk and butter the missus always had. A hollow oak log was used for 
the milk trough. Three times a day Cilla had her little boy run fresh cool well 
water all through the trough. That keep the milk from gwine to whey and the 
butter fresh and cool. In the dry well was kept the canned things and dough to 
set till it had done riz! When company come like they always did for the camp 
meetings, shoats and goats and maybe a sheep or lamb or two was kilt for 


144 


barbecue out by Cilla’s cabin. These carcasses was kept down in the dry well 
over night and put over the pit early the next morning after it had done took 
salt. Then there was a big box covered with screen wire that victuals was 
kept in in the dry well. These boxes was made rat-proof. 

Whilst the meats for the company table was kept barbecued out in the yard, 
the cakes, pies, breads, and t’other fixings was done in the kitchen out in the big 
house yard. Baskets had to be packed to go to camp meeting. Tables was 
built up at Rogers under the big oak trees that has all been cut down now. The 
tables just groaned and creaked and sighed with victuals at dinner hour every 
day during the camp meeting. 

Missus fetch her finest linens and silver and glasses to outshine them brung 
by t’other white folks of quality. In them days the white folks of quality in 
Union most all come from Goshen Hill and Fish Dam. After the white folks 
done et all they could hold, then the slaves what had done come to church and 
to help with the tables and the carriages would have the dinner on a smaller 
table over clost to the spring. Us had table cloths on our table also, and us et 
from the kitchen china and the kitchen silver. 

Young gals couldn’t eat much in public, ‘cause it ain’t stylish for young 
courting gals to let on like they has any appetite to speak of. I sees that am a 
custom that still goes amongst the womenfolks, not to eat so heavy. Colored 
gals tried to do just like the young white missus would do. 

After everything was done et, it would be enough to pack up and fetch back 
home to feed all the hungry niggers what roams round here in Union now. 
Them was the times when everybody had ’nough to eat and more than they 
wanted and plenty clothes to wear! 

During the preaching us darkies sot in the back of the church. Our white 
folks had some benches there that didn’t nobody set on ’cept the slaves. Us wore 
the best clothes that us had. The marse give us a coat and a hat, and his sons 
give all the old hats and coats round. Us wore shirts and pants made from the 
looms. Us kept them cleaned and ironed just like the master and the young 
masters done theirn. Then us wore a string tie, that the white folks done let us 
have, to church. That "bout the onliest time that a darky was seed with a tie. 
Some the oldest men even wore a cravat, that they had done got from the old 
master. Us combed our hair on Sunday for church. But us never bothered 
much with it no other time. During slavery some of the old men had short 
plaits of hair. 

The gals come out in the starch dresses for the camp meeting. They took they 
hair down outen the strings for the meeting. In them days all the darky wom- 
ens wore they hair in string ‘cept when they ‘tended church or a wedding. At 
the camp meetings the womens pulled off the head rags, ’cept the mammies. On 
this occasion the mammies wore linen head rags fresh laundered. They wore 
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the best aprons with long streamers ironed and starched out a-hanging down 
they backs. All the other darky womens wore the black dresses, and they got 
hats from some they white lady folks, just as us mens got hats from ourn. 
Them womens that couldn’t git no hats mostly wore black bonnets. The nigger 
gals and wenches did all the dressing up that they could for the meeting and 
also for the barbecue. 

At night when the meeting done busted till next day was when the darkies 
really did have they freedom of spirit. As the wagon be creeping along in the 
late hours of moonlight, the darkies would raise a tune. Then the air soon be 
filled with the sweetest tune as us rid on home and sung all the old hymns that 
us loved. It was always some big black nigger with a deep bass voice like a frog 
that'd start up the tune. Then the other mens jine in, followed up by the fine 
little voices of the gals and the cracked voices of the old womens and the 
grannies. When us reach near the big house us soften down to a deep hum that 
the missus like! Sometimes she hist up the window and tell us sing “Swing 
Low, Sweet Chariot” for her and the visiting guests. That all us want to hear. 
Us open up, and the niggers near the big house that hadn’t been to church 
would wake up and come out to the cabin door and jine in the refrain. From 
that we'd swing on into all the old spirituals that us love so well and that us 
knowed how to sing. Missus often “low that her darkies could sing with 
heaven’s inspiration. Now and then some old mammy would fall outen the 
wagon a-shouting Glory! and Hallelujah! and Amen! After that us went off 
to lay down for the night. 


IF ALL SLAVES HAD BELONGED TO WHITE FOLKS LIKE OURS 


I was big enough to remember well us coming back from Texas after we 
refugeed there when the fighting of the war was so bad at St. Charles. We 
stayed in Texas till the surrender, then we all come back in lots of wagons. 
I was sick, but they put me on a little bed, and me and all the little children 
rode in a “Jersey” that one of the old Negro mammies drove, along behind the 
wagons, and our young master, Colonel Bob Chaney, rode a great big black 
horse. Oh! he nice-looking on that horse! Every once and a while he’d ride 
back to the last wagon to see if everything was all right. I remember how 
scared us children was when we crossed the Red River. Aunt Mandy said, 
“We crossing you old Red River today, but we not going to cross you any 
more, ‘cause we are going home now, back to Arkansas.” That day when we 
stopped to cook our dinner I picked up a lot little blackjack acorns, and when 
my mammy saw them she said, “Throw them things down, child. They’ll make 
you wormy.” I cried because I thought they were chinquapins. I begged my 
daddy to let’s go back to Texas, but he said, “No! No! We going with our 
white folks.” My mammy and daddy belonged to Colonel Jesse Chaney, much 
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of a gentleman, and his wife, Miss Sallie, was the best mistress anybody ever 
had. She was a Christian. I can hear her praying yet! She wouldn’t let one of her 
slaves hit a tap on Sunday. They must rest and go to church. They had preach- 
ing at the cabin of some one of the slaves, and in the summertime sometimes 
they had it out in the shade under the trees. Yes, and the slaves on each planta- 
tion had their own church. They didn’t go gillivanting over the neighborhood 
or country like niggers do now. Colonel Chaaey had lots and lots of slaves, and 
all their houses were in a row, all one-room cabins. Everything happened in 
that one room—birth, sickness, death, and everything, but in them days niggers 
kept their houses clean and their door yards too. These houses where they 
lived was called “the quarters.” I used to love to walk down by that row of 
houses. It looked like a town, and late of an evening as you'd go by the doors 
you could smell meat a-frying, coffee making, and good things cooking. We 
were fed good and had plenty clothes to keep us dry and warm. 

Along about time for the surrender, Colonel Jess, our master, took sick and 
died with some kind of head trouble. Then Colonel Bob, our young master, 
took care of his mama and the slaves. All the grown folks went to the field 
to work, and the little children would be left at a big room called the nursing- 
home. All us little ones would be nursed and fed by an old mammy, Aunc 
Mandy. She was too old to go to the field, you know. We wouldn’t see our 
mammy and daddy from early in the morning till night when their work was 
done, then they’d go by Aunt Mandy’s and get their children and go home till 
work time in the morning. 

Some of the slaves were house Negroes. They didn’t go to work in the fields. 
They each one had their own job around the house, barn, orchard, milkhouse, 
and things like that. 

When washday come, Lord, the pretty white clothes! It would take three or 
four women a-washing all day. 

When two of the slaves wanted to get married, they’d dress up nice as they 
could and go up to the big house, and the master would marry them. They’d 
stand up before him, and he’d read out of a book called The Discipline and 
say, “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, all thy strength, 
with all thy might and thy neighbor as thyself.” Then he’d say they were 
man and wife and tell them to live right and be honest and kind to each other. 
All the slaves would be there too, seeing the wedding. 

Our Miss Sallie was the sweetest best thing in the world! She was so good 
and kind to everybody, and she loved her slaves, too. 1 can remember when 
Uncle Tony died how she cried! Uncle Tony Wadd was Miss Sallie’s favorite 
servant. He stayed ina little house in the yard and made fires for her, brought in 
wood and water, and just waited on the house. He was a little black man and 
white-headed as cotton, when he died. Miss Sallie told the niggers when they 
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come to take him to the graveyard, to let her know when they got him in his 
cofhin, and when they sent and told her she come out with all the little white 
children, her little grandchildren, to see Uncle Tony. She just cried and stood 
for a long time looking at him, then she said, “Tony, you have been a good and 
faithful servant.” Then the Negro men walked and carried him to the grave- 
yard out in a big grove in the field. Every plantation had its own graveyard and 
buried its own folks and slaves right on the place. 

If all slaves had belonged to white folks like ours, there wouldn’t been any 
freedom wanted. 


HOW TO TELL THE DAVIS FROM THE BETHEA NEGROES 


I tell you when I come up, it the Lord’s truth, I ain’t know nothing but a 
decent living all the time. My old missus was a dear old soul, and I been raise 
that way. I hear talk ‘bout how some of the white folks would ’bout torture 
they niggers to death sometimes, but never didn’t see my white folks allow 
nothing like that. They would whip they niggers that run away and stay in the 
woods, but not so worser. No, ma’am, my missus wouldn’t allow no slashing 
round ’bout where she was. I remember my boss had one of my old missus’ 
niggers up there in the yard one morning and say he was gwine whip him, and 
my missus say, “John C., you let my nigger alone.” You see, my missus had her 
niggers and then Old Boss had his niggers ’cause when Old Missus been marry 
Massa John C. Bethea, she had brought her share of niggers from where she 
was raise in the country. It been like this: Old Missus’ father had scratch the 
pen for everyone of his children to have so many niggers apiece for they por- 
tion of his property so long as they would look after them and treat them good. 
Then if there been talk that them children never do what he say do, they was 
to take them niggers right back to they old massa’s home. But, child, they 
never didn’t take no niggers away from my old missus ’cause she sure took 
care of them. Stuck to her niggers till she died. 

I remember just as good there been two long row of nigger house up in the 
quarter, and the Bethea niggers been stay in the row on one side and the Davis 
niggers been stay in the row on the other side. And, honey, there been so much 
difference in the row on this side and the row on that side. My God, child, you 
could go through there and spot the Sara Davis niggers from the Bethea nig- 
gers time you see them. Wa’n’t no trouble no time. All Old Missus’ niggers had 
they-brush pile ’side they house to sun they beds on and dry they washing ’cause 
my missus would see to it herself that they never kept no nasty living. We was 
raise decent, honey, and that how come me and my children is that way to 
this very day. There that child in the house now, she does put fresh sheet on all 
us bed every week just like they was white people’s bed. You see, if you raise 
that way, you ain’t gwine never be no other way. Yes, ma’am, my old missus 
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sure took time to learn her niggers right. Honey, both these hands here was 
raise not to steal. I been cook for heap of these white folks ‘bout here that been 
left everything right wide open with me and ain’t nobody never hear none of 
them complain ’bout losing nothing to this day. No, ma’am, ain’t nobody never 
didn’t turn no key on me. I remember, if my old missus would hear talk that 
we been bother something that didn’t belong to us, she would whip us and 
say, “I’m not mad, but you children have got to grow up some day, and you 
might have to suffer worse than this if you don’t learn better while you young.” 


I WAS HER FAVORITE CHILD 


Yes, ma’am, I remember all ’bout slavery time just as good as I know you this 
morning. Remember the first time them Yankees come there, I was setting 
down in the chimney corner, and my mammy was giving me my breakfast. 
Remember I been setting there with my milk and my bowl of hominy, and I 
hear my old grandmammy come a-running in from out the yard and say all 
the sky was blue as indigo with the Yankees coming right there over the hill 
then. Say she see more Yankees than could ever cover up all the premises ’bout 
there. Then I hear my missus scream and come a-running with a lapful of 
silver and tell my grandmammy to hurry and sew that up in the feather bed 
‘cause them Yankees was mighty apt to destroy all they valuables. Old Missus 
tell all the colored people to get away, get away and take care of themselves, 
and tell we children to get back to the chimney corner ’cause she couldn’t pro- 
tect us noways no longer. Yes, honey, I was a little child setting there in that 
chimney corner listening to all that scampering ’bout, and I remember that day 
just as good as it had been this day right here. 

Oh, my God, them Yankees never bring nothing but trouble and destructive- 
ness when they come here, child. I remember I hear tell that my old stepfather 
been gone to the mill to grind some corn, and when he was coming down the 
road, two big Yankees jump out the bushes ’side the road and tell him stop 
there. He say they tell him if he want to save his neck, he better get off that ox 
right then and get away from there. He say he been so scared he make for the 
woods fast as he could get there and tell that he lay down with knots under his 
head many a night ‘fore he would venture to come out from that woods. 
Never hear tell of his ox and corn no more neither. Oh, honey, my old missus 
was a dear old soul and didn’t none of her colored people have no mind to 
want to leave there no time. 

We children never didn’t know nothing ’bout no hard times in that day and 
time. Seems like the Lord had just open up and fix the way for us to have 
everything we want. Oh, honey, we children never been harness up in no little 
bit of place to play like these children ‘bout here these days. We had all the big 
fields and the pretty woods to wander round and "bout and make us playhouse 
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in. Seems like the Lord had made the little streams just right for we children to 
play in and all kind of the prettiest flowers to come up right down side the paths 
us little feet had made there, but that wasn’t nothing. There was flowers scatter 
‘bout everywhere you look in the woods and all kind of birds and squirrels 
and rabbits and, honey, they was live playthings. That how come we been so 
satisfy. I here to tell you my old missus was a dear old soul, and we children 
sure had a fine time coming up. She didn’t never have her niggers cut up 
and slashed up no time. She was good to us, and we stuck to her. 

In the morning ’bout this time, me and my missus would take a walk in the 
woods down by the creek. I remember I would be there with my mammy and 
Old Missus would say, “Judy, where Hester? I want her to take a walk with 
me this morning.” I been "bout five or six years old then, and I would get 
tired. I say, “Mittie, I tired, I tired.” She say, “Well, set down and rest awhile.” 
I remember there been a big old sweet gum tree setting there ’side the creek 
that had a place hollow out in it that looked just like a chair been made there. 
Old Missus would set down there and take me right down ’side her and stay 
there till we was rested. I go with her one day when the creek been rise way up 
high and there been a heap of water in the road. I say, “Mittie, I scared, I 
scared.” She tell me there couldn’t nothing hurt me, and I remember we went 
on and see a big black fish just a-jumping in the road. Old Missus say, “Hester, 
catch him, catch him.” I say, “Mittie, I can’t, I can’t, I scared.” I recollects she 
caught that fish and tied it with her garter and let me drag it home and tell 
my mammy cook it for my supper. Honey, that been a day. Never couldn’t for- 
get ‘bout that. 

I remember me and my old missus went to the graveyard one morning, and 
we found a runaway nigger hiding in a house that was standing in the grave- 
yard. That was an old, old slavery-time house to the graveyard, and people 
would go there and hide. It was just like this, honey: Generally people in the 
country be scared of a graveyard and wouldn’t nobody go there to hunt them. 
I remember just as good when he see us, he squatted down right low. I say, 
“Mittie, looka, looka, I scared.” Then she say, “Hester, I notice the clouds are 
growing more and more gray, and I fear we better be getting back home. I 
never like for a rain to catch us away from home.” I know Missus say that to 
make me think she wasn’t scared, but I never had no mind to tell her I know 
what been the matter that she want to hurry home. Yessum, that old house in 
the graveyard was one of them kind that been setting high off the ground. That 
the kind of house they cook underneath in slavery time. Course it was closed 
up when they had the kitchen down there, No, ma’am, Massa never didn’t go 
to walk with Old Missus. He was seeing over all the plantation and Missus 
didn’t have but one son, little John C. Bethea, and he was gone off to school. 
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No, child, Old Missus wouldn’t never allow nobody to go with her but just 
me. 

You see, it was like this: My old missus been name Sara Davis ‘fore she mar- 
ry Massa John Bethea, and my mammy and grandmammy had come up with 
her in the country and that how come there been such a feeling ‘twixt them. 
Yes, ma’am, I love my old missus better thai. I ever love honey and flour bread 
‘cause she was a dear old soul. You see, she was always looking to me to do 
something for her. Say I was her favorite child to pick up things ’bout the house 
and yard for her. She always had my mammy preserve me and Bob as her 
favorite house children. She wouldn’t never allow none of them other nigger 
children to come nowhere round where she was ‘cause them what went ’bout 
the missus never didn’t stay to the nigger quarter no time. My grandmammy, 
she had to get all them other plantation children together and see that they 
do what the missus look for them to do. 

My God, child, people never know nothing but to go to church on the big 
Sunday in that day and time. No, ma’am, they know that been they massa’s 
rule, and didn’t nobody have no mind to question nothing bout it. My old 
missus was a dear old soul, and she would see to it that all her niggers wash 
and iron and cook on Saturday ’cause she never allow no work gwine on 
round where she was when Sunday come, be that she know ‘bout it. I remem- 
ber my old massa and missus used to ride to church in they big black carriage, 
and they always would carry me and Bob right there in the carriage with them 
somehow another. Stuff us down ‘tween the seats somewhere. I recollects just 
as bright as the stars be shining Old Missus would carry me and Bob to the 
same little seats we been sit in every Sunday, and then she and Old Massa 
would go to they certain pew in the front part of the church. Oh, honey, that 
was a day for them niggers to walk the road to church. That was a picnic for 
them. Oh, they never had to walk but ’bout four miles. Why, darling, I used to 
walk fourteen miles to church every Sunday and didn’t think nothing ‘bout it. 
I think that was the finest thing I know for me and my grandfather to walk 
fourteen miles to church over there on the hill every Sunday. I remember we 
would set out bout time the sun would be rising. Yes, ma’am, we would carry 
our dinner with us ’cause we know we would be till night getting back home 
again. It just like I been tell you, the peoples sure cook they dinner for Sunday 
on Saturday in that day and time. That been a mighty good thing, child, been 
a mighty good thing. Honey, it been the rule to follow what the Bible say do in 
that day and time and now it seem like the rule must be, Do like you see the 
other fellow is doing. Yes, ma’am, if you ain’t been to church in that day and 
time, you sure had to report how come you ain’t been there. 

Yes, ma’am, I remember just as good as it was yesterday what they say when 
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freedom come here. Oh, I hates to think "bout that day till this one. Remember 
they call all the niggers up to the yard and I hear Old Missus say, “You don’t 
no more belong to me. You can go if you want to and if you want to, you can 
stay.” I say, “Yes, ma’am, I do want to stay, I ain’t gwine leave you.” That 
was my white mammy, and I stay there long as she live too. Didn’t want no 
better living than I was getting right there. It been a Paradise, be that what I 
calls it. 


I SOMETIMES WISH I COULD BE BACK ON THE OLD PLACE 


.... Then there was a white woman who was kilt by a nigger boy cause she 
beat him for sicking a dog on a fine milch cow. He was the meanest nigger boy 
I ever seed. I'll never forgits the way them white mens treated him after he 
done had his trial. They drug him through the town behind a hoss, and made 
him walk over sharp stones with his bare feets, that bled like somebody done 
cut ’em with a knife. They never give him no water all that day and kept him 
out in the boiling sun till they got ready to hang him. When they got ready to 
hang him, they put him up on a stand and chunked rocks at his naked body; 
they threw gravel in his eyes and broke his ribs with big rocks. Then they put 
a rope around his neck and strung him up till his eyes pop outen his head. 
I knowed it was a blessing for him to die. 

But all in all, white folks, then was the really happy days for us niggers. 
Course we didn’t have the vantages that we has now, but there was something 
back there that we ain’t got now, and that’s security. Yes, sir, we had somebody 
to go to when we was in trouble. We had a massa that would fight for us and 
help us and laugh with us and cry with us. We had a mistress that would nurse 
us when we was sick and comfort us when we had to be punished. I sometimes 
wish I could be back on the old place. I can see the coolhouse now, packed with 
fresh butter and milk and cream. I can see the spring down amongst the wil- 
lows and the water a-trickling down between little rocks. I can hear the turkeys 
a-gobbling in the yard and the chickens a-running around in the sun and 
shuffling in the dust. I can see the bend in the creek just below our house, and 
the cows as they come to drink in the shallow water and gits their feets cool. 

Yes, sir, white folks, you ain’t never seed nothing like it, so you can’t tell the 
joy you gits from looking for dewberries and a-hunting guinea eggs and setting 
in the shade of a peach tree, reaching up and pulling off a ripe peach and 
eating it slow. You ain’t never seed your people gathered ’bout and singing in 
the moonlight or heared the lark at the break of day. You ain’t never walked 
acrost a frosty field in the early morning and gone to the big house to build a 
fire for your mistress and when she wake up slow have her say to you: “Well, 
how’s my little nigger today?” 
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GOING HIGH, GOING SLOW 


At the auction the man say, “Going high, going mighty slow, a little while to 
go. Bid’em in, bid’em in. The sun am high, the sun am hot, us got to git home 
tonight.” 


~~ ~~ ~~ ~~ i ~~ i oa a a a ad 


TWO SELLINGS THAT DAY 


Then they says they gwine sell me, ’cause Miss Nancy’s father-in-law dies 
and they got rid of some of us. She didn’t want to sell me, so she tell me to be 
sassy and no one would buy me. They takes me to Houston and to the market, 
and a man call George Fraser sells the slaves. The market was a open house, 
more like a shed. We all stands to one side till our turn comes. They wasn’t 
nothing else you could do. 

They stands me up on a block of wood, and a man bid me in. I felt mad. 
You see, I was young then, too young to know better. I don’t know what they 
sold me for, but the man what bought me made me open my mouth while he 
looks at my teeth. They done all us that-a-way, sells us like you sell a hoss. 
Then my old master bids me goodby and tries to give me a dog, but I members 
what Miss Nancy done say and I sassed him and slapped the dog out of his 
hand. So the man what bought me say, “When one o'clock come, you got to 
sell her ’gain, she’s sassy. If she done me that way I'd kill her.” So they sells me 
twice the same day. They was two sellings that day. 


OLD MAN DENMAN SAID NOT TO FRET 


Old Man Denman am the great one for ’viding he property, and when Miss 
Lizzie marries with Mr. Creame Cramer, which am her dead sister’s husband, 
Old Man Denman give me and two my sisters to Miss Lizzie, and he gives two 
more my sisters to he son. Us goes with Miss Lizzie to the Cramer place and 
lives in the back yard in a little room by the back door. 

Everything fine and nice there till one day Miss Lizzie say to me, “Julia, go 
down to the well and fetch me some water,” and I goes and I seed in the road a 
heap of men all in gray and riding hosses, coming our way. I runs back to the 
house and calls Miss Lizzie. She say, “What you scared for?” I tells her bout 
them men, and she say they ain’t rwine hurt me none; they just wants some 
water. I goes back to the well and heared ’em talk ’bout a fight. I goes back to 
the house, and some of the mens comes to the gate and says to Mr. Cramer, 
“How’re you, Creame?” He say, “I’s all right in my health, but I ain’t so good 
in my mind.” They says, “What the matter, Creame ?” He say, “I want to be in 
the fight so bad.” 
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When they goes, I asks Miss Lizzie what they fighting ‘bout, and she say it 
am "bout money. That all I knows. Right after that Mr. Cramer goes, and we 
don’t never see him no more. Word come back from the fighting he makes 
some the big high mens mad and they puts chains round he ankles and make 
him dig a stump in the hot sun. He ain’t used to that, and it give him fever to 
the brain, and he dies. 

When Mr. Cramer goes ’way, Miss Lizzie takes us all and goes back to Old 
Man Denman’s. The soldiers used to pass, and all the whooping and hollering 
and carrying on, you ain’t never heared the likes! They hollers, “Who-o-0-0, 
Old Man Denman, how’s your chickens?” And they chunks and throws at 
em till they cripples ’em up and puts ’em in they bags, for cooking. Old Man 
Denman cusses at ‘em something powerful. 

My sister Mandy and me am down in the woods a good far piece from the 
house, and us keeps hearing a noise. My brother comes down and finds me and 
say, “Come git your dinner.” When I gits there dinner am top the gate post, 
and he say they’s soldiers in the woods and they has been persecuting a old 
woman on a mule. She was a nigger woman. I gits so scared I can’t eat my 
dinner. J ain’t got no heart for victuals. My brother say, “Wait for Pa; he 
coming with the mule, and he'll hide you out.” I gits on the mule front of Pa, 
and us pass through the soldiers, and they grabs at us and says, “Gimme the 
gal, gimme the gal.” Pa says I faints plumb ’way. 

Us heared guns shooting round and ’bout all the time. Seems like they fit 
every time they git a chance. Old Man Denman’s boy gits kilt, and two my 
sisters he property, and they don’t know what to do, ’cause they has to be 
somebody’s property and they ain’t no one to ’heritance ’em. They has to go to 
the auction, but Old Man Denman say not to fret. At the auction the man say, 
“Going high, going mighty slow, a little while to go. Bid ’em in, bid ’em in. 
The sun am high, the sun am hot, us got to git home tonight.” An old friend of 
Old Man Denman’s hollers out he buys for William Blackstone. Us all come 
home, and my sisters, too, and Old Man Denman laugh big and say, “My 
name always been William Blackstone Denman.” 


SHE NEVER GOT TO KEEP HER BABIES 


My mother told me that he owned a woman who was the mother of several 
children, and when her babies would get about a year or two of age he’d sell 
them, and it would break her heart. She never got to keep them. When her 
fourth baby was born and was about two months old, she just studied all the 
time about how she would have to give it up, and one day she said, “I just de- 
cided I’m not going to let Old Master sell this baby; he just ain’t going to do 
it,” She got up and give it something out of a bottle, and pretty soon it was 
dead. Course didn’t nobody tell on her, or he’d of beat her nearly to death. 


154 


DIANA AND HER BABY 


I heard the woman I lived with, a woman named Diana Wagner, tell how 
her mistress said, “Come on, Diana, I want you to go with me down the road a 
piece.” And she went with her, and they got to a place where there was a 
whole lot of people. They were putting them up on a block and selling them 
just like cattle. She had a little nursing baby at home, and she broke away from 
her mistress and them and said, “I can’t go off and leave my baby.” And they 
had to git some men and throw her down and hold her to keep her from going 
back to the house. They sold her away from her baby boy. They didn’t let her 
go back to see him again. But she heard from him after he became a young 
man. Some one of her friends that knowed her and knowed she was sold away 
from her baby met up with this boy and got to questioning him about his 
mother. The white folks had told him his mother’s name and all. He told 
them, and they said, “Boy, I know your mother. She’s down in Newport.” 
And he said, “Gimme her address and I'll write to her and see if I can hear 
from her.” And he wrote. And the white people said they heard such a hollering 
and shouting going on they said, “What’s the matter with Diana?” And they 
came over to see what was happening. And she said, “I got a letter from my boy 
that was sold from me when he was a nursing baby.” She had me write a letter 
to him. I did all her writing for her, and he came to see her. I didn’t get to see 
him. I was away when he come. She said she was willing to die that the Lord 
let her live to see her baby again and had taken care of him through all these 
years. 


ELIZA AND THE MAN FROM NEW YORK 


I saw slaves sold. I can see that old block now. My cousin Eliza was a pretty 
girl, really good-looking. Her master was her father. When the girls in the big 
house had beaus coming to see ’em, they’d ask, “Who is that pretty gal?” So 
they decided to git rid of her right away. The day they sold her will always be 
remembered. They stripped her to be bid off and looked at. I wasn’t allowed to 
stand in the crowd. I was laying down under a big bush. The man that bought 
Eliza was from New York. The Negroes had made up ’nough money to buy 
her off theyself, but they wouldn’t let that happen. There was a man bidding 
for her who was a Swedelander. He always bid for the good-looking colored 
gals and bought ’em for his own use. He ask the man from New York, “What 
you gonna do with her when you git her?” The man from New York said, 
“None of your damn business, but you ain’t got money ‘nough to buy her.” 
When the man from New York had done bought her, he said, “Eliza, you 
are free from now on.” She left and went to New York with him. Mama and 
Eliza both cried when she was being showed off, and Master told ’em to shut 
up before he knocked their brains out. 
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I] DON’T BELIEVE IN SLAVE TRAFFIC 


My parents was Julia Ann Hodge and Cairo Hodge. I don’t know my moth- 
er’s last owners. When I was about eight years old, I was sold to Ben Cowen. 
When I was thirteen years old, I was sold to Master Anderson Harrison. My 
brothers, Sam and Washington, never were sold. Me and Sam Hodge, my 
brother, was in the war together. We struck up and knowed one another. A 
man bought Mama that lived at Selma, Alabama. I never seen her again to 
know her. After I was mustered out, I went to Birmingham, where she was 
drove and sold, in search of her. I heard she was taken to Selma. I went there. 
I give out hunting for her. It was about dusk. I saw a woman standing in the 
door. I asked her to tell me where I could stay. She said, “You can stay here 
tonight.” I went in, hung my overcoat up. I started to the saloon. I met her 
husband with a basket on his arm coming home. I told him who I was. We 
went to get a drink. I offered him sherry, but he took whiskey. I got a pint of 
brandy, two apples, two oranges, for his wife and two little boys. I spent two 
nights there and two and a half days there, with my own mother but neither 
of us knew it then. 

Fourteen years later Wash wrote to me giving me the address. I told him 
about this, and he said it was Mama. He told her about it. She jumped up and 
shouted and fell dead. I never seen her but that one time after I was sold the 
first time. 1 was about eight years old then. She had eighteen of us boys and one 
girl, Diana, and then the half-brothers I seen at Selma. I had eleven brothers 
took off in a drove at one time and sold. They was older than I was. I don’t 
know what become of them. I never seen my papa after I was sold. Diana died 
in Knoxville, Tennessee, after freedom. I seen better times in slavery than I’ve 
ever seen since, but I don’t believe in slave traffic—that being sold. 


FOUNDLING 


Who I is, how old I is, and where I is born, I don’t know. But Massa Buford 
told me how during the war a slave trader name William Hamilton come to 
Village Creek, where Massa Buford live. That trader was on his way south 
with my folks and a lot of other slaves, taking em somewheres to sell. He 
camped by Massa Buford’s plantation and asks him, “Can I leave this little 
nigger here till I comes back?” Massa Buford say, “Yes,” and the trader say 
he’ll be back in bout three weeks, soon as he sells all the slaves. He must still 
be selling ’em, "cause he never comes back so far, and there I am and my folks 
am took on, and I is too little to ’member ’em, so I never knows my pappy and 
mammy. Massa Buford says the trader comes from Missouri, but if I is born 
there I don’t know. 

The only thing I ’members ’bout all that am there am lots of crying when 
they tooks me ’way from my mammy. That something I never forgits. 
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STOLEN AND SOLD 
I 


The nigger stealers done stole me and my mammy outen the Choctaw 
Nation, up in the Indian Territory, when I was ’bout three years old. Brother 
Knox, Sis Hannah, and my mammy and her two stepchildren was down on 
the river washing. The nigger stealers driv up in a big carriage, and Mammy 
just thought nothing, ’cause the ford was near there and people going on the 
road stopped to water the horses and rest awhile in the shade. Bimeby, a man 
coaxes the two biggest children to the carriage and give them some kind of 
candy. Other children sees this and goes, too. Two other men was walking 
round smoking and getting closer to Mammy all the time. When he can, the 
man in the carriage got the two big stepchildren in with him, and me and Sis 
clumb in too, to see how come. Then the man holler, “Git the old one and let’s 
git from here.” With that the two big men grab Mammy, and she fought and 
screeched and bit and cry, but they hit her on the head with something and 
drug her in and throwed her on the floor. The big children begin to fight for 
Mammy, but one of the men hit ’em hard, and off they driv, with the horses 
under whip. 

This was near a place called Boggy Depot. They went down the Red River, 
cross the river and on down in Louisian’ to Shreveport. Down in Louisian’ us 
was put on what they call the block and sold to the highest bidder. My mammy 
and her three children brung $3,000 flat. The stepchildren was sold to some- 
body else. 

II 


When Massa Langford was ruint, and they going take the store way from 
him, they was trouble, plenty of that. One day Massa send me down to he 
brother’s place. I was there two days, and then the missy tell me to go to the 
fence. There was two white men in a buggy, and one of ’em say, “I thought 
she bigger than that.” Then he asks me, “Betty, can you cook?” I tells him I 
been cook-helper two-three month, and he say, “You git dressed and come on 
down three mile to the other side the post office.” So I gits my little bundle, and 
when I gits there he say, “Gal, you want to go ’bout twenty-six mile and help 
cook at the boarding-house?” He tries to make me believe I won’t be gone a 
long time, but when I gits in the buggy they tells me Massa Langford done lost 
everything and he have to hide out he niggers for to keep he credickers from 
gitting ’em. Some of the niggers he hides in the woods, but he stole me from 
my sweet missy and sell me so them credickers can’t git me. 

When we gits to the crossroads, there the massa and a nigger man. That 
another slave he gwine to sell, and he hate to sell us so bad he can’t look us in 
the eye. They puts us niggers inside the buggy, so iffen the credickers comes 
along they can’t see us. 
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Finally, these slave speculators puts the nigger man and me on the train and 
takes us to Memphis, and when we gits there, they takes us to the nigger 
trader’s yard. We gits there at breakfast time and waits for the boat they calls 
the “Ohio” to git there. The boat just ahead of this “Ohio,” Old Captain 
Fabra’s boat, was ’stroyed, and that delay our boat two hours. When it come, 
they was 258 niggers out of them nigger yards in Memphis what gits on that 
boat. They puts the niggers upstairs and goes down the river far as Vicksburg, 
that was the place, and then us gits offen the boat and gits on the train ’gain and 
that time we goes to New Orleans. 

I’s satisfy then I lost my people and ain’t never going to see them no more in 
this world, and I never did. They has three big trader yard in New Orleans, 
and I hear the traders say that town twenty-five mile square. I ain’t like it so 
well, cause I ain’t like it bout that big river. We hears some of ’em say there’s 
gwine to throw a long war, and us all think what they buy us for if we’s gwine 
to be sot free. Some was still buying niggers every fall, and us think it too 
funny they kept on filling up when they gwine to be emptying out soon. 

They have big sandbars and planks fix round the nigger yards, and they 
have watchmans to keep them from running ’way in the swamp. Some of the 
niggers they have just picked up on the road, they steals them. They calls them 
“wagon boy” and “wagon gal.” They has one big mulatto boy they stole ‘long 
the road that way, and he massa find out ’bout him and come and git him and 
take him ‘way. And a woman what was a seamster, a man what knowed her 
seed her in the pen, and he done told her massa, and he come right down and 
git her. She sure was proud to git out. She was stole from “long the road, too. 
You sees, if they could steal the niggers and sell ’em for the good money, them 
traders could make plenty money that way. 

At last Colonel Fortescue, he buy me and kept me. He a fighter in the Mex- 
ican War, and he come to New Orleans to buy he slaves. He takes me up the 
Red River to Shreveport and then by the buggy to Liberty, in Texas. 

The Colonel, he a good massa to us. He ‘lows us to work the patch of ground 
for ourselves, and maybe have a pig or a couple of chickens for ourselves, and 
he always make out to give us plenty to eat. 


HE SOLD HIM OVER AND OVER 


There was a white man live close to us, but over in Louisian’. He had raised 
him a great big black man what brung fancy price on the block. The black 
man sure love that white man. This white man would sell Old John—that’s the 
black man’s name—on the block to some man from Georgia or other place 
far off. Then after while the white man would steal Old John back and bring 
him home and feed him good, then sell him again. After he had sold Old John 
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some lot of times, he coaxed Old John off in the swamp one day, and Old John 
found dead several days later. The white folks said that the owner kilt him, 
‘cause a dead nigger won’t tell no tales. 


OLD PINCHBACK 


I never knowed my age till after the war, when I’s set free the second time, 
and then Master gits out a big book, and it shows I’s twenty-five year old. It 
shows I’s twelve when I is bought and $800 is paid for me. That $800 was 
stolen money, ’cause I was kidnaped, and this is how it come. 

My mammy was owned by John Williams in Petersburg, in Virginia, and 
I come born to her on that plantation. Then my father set ’bout to git me free, 
‘cause he a full-blooded Indian and done some big favor for a big man high up 
in the courts, and he gits me set free, and then Master Williams laughs and 
calls me “free boy.” 

Then one day along come a Friday, and that a unlucky star a5, and I play- 
ing round the house, and Master Williams come up and say, “Delia, will you 
‘low Jim walk down the street with me?” My mammy say, “All right. Jim, you 
be a good boy,” and that the last time I ever heared her speak or ever see her. 
We walks down where the houses grows close together, and pretty soon comes 
to the slave market. I ain’t seed it ‘fore, but when Master Williams says, “Git 
up on the block,” I got a funny feeling, and I knows what has happened. I’s 
sold to Master John Pinchback, and he had the St. Vitus dance, and he likes 
to make he niggers suffer to make up for his squirming and twisting, and he 
the biggest devil on earth. 

We leaves right away for Texas and goes to Master’s ranch in Columbus. It 
was owned by him and a man call Wright, and when we gits there I’s put to 
work without nothing to eat. That night I makes up my mind to run away, 
but the next day they takes me and the other niggers to look at the dogs and 
chooses me to train the dogs with. I’s told I had to play I running away and to 
run five mile in any way and then climb a tree. One of the niggers tells me kind 
of nice to climb as high in that tree as I could if I didn’t want my body tore off 
my legs. So I runs a good five miles and climbs up in the tree where the 
branches is getting small. 

I sits there a long time and then sees the dogs coming. When they gits under 
the tree, they sees me and starts barking. After that I never got thinking of 
running away. 

Time goes on, and the war come along, but everything goes on like it did. 
Some niggers dies, but more was born, ’cause Old Pinchback sees to that. He 
breeds niggers as quick as he can, ’cause that money for him. No one had no 
say who he have for wife. But the nigger husbands wasn’t the only ones that 
keeps up having children, ’cause the masters and the drivers takes all the nig- 
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ger gals they wants. Then the children was brown, and I seed one clear white 
one, but they slaves just the same. 

The end of that war comes, and Old Pinchback says, “You niggers all come 
to the big house in the morning.” He tells us we is free, and he opens his book 
and gives us all a name and tells us where we comes from and how old we is, 
and says he pay us 40 cents a day to stay with him. I stays ’bout a year, and 
there’s no big change. The same houses and some got whipped, but nobody got 
nailed to a tree by the ears, like they used to. Finally Old Pinchback dies, and 
when he buried the lightning come and split the grave and the coffin wide 
open. 

ROSE AND RUFUS 

What I say am the facts. If I’s one day old, I’s way over ninety, and I’s born 
in Bell County, right here in Texas, and am owned by Massa William Black. 
He owns Mammy and Pappy, too. Massa Black has a big plantation, but he 
has more niggers than he need for work on that place, ‘cause he am a nigger 
trader. He trade and buy and sell all the time. 

Massa Black am awful cruel, and he whip the colored folks and works ’em 
hard and feed ’em poorly. We-uns have for rations the corn meal and milk and 
’lasses and some beans and peas and meat once a week. We-uns have to work in 
the field every day from daylight till dark, and on Sunday we-uns do us 
washing. Church? Shucks, we-uns don’t know what that mean. 

I has the correct memorandum of when the war start. Massa Black sold 
we-uns right then. Mammy and Pappy powerful glad to git sold, and they and 
I is put on the block with "bout ten other niggers. When we-uns gits to the 
trading block, there lots of white folks there what come to look us over. One 
man shows the interest in Pappy. Him named Hawkins. He talk to Pappy, and 
Pappy talk to him and say, “Them my woman and childs. Please buy all of 
us and have mercy on we-uns.” Massa Hawkins say, “That gal am a likely- 
looking nigger; she am portly and strong. But three am more than I wants, 
I guesses.” 

The sale start, and ‘fore long Pappy am put on the block. Massa Hawkins 
wins the bid for Pappy, and when Mammy am put on the block, he wins the 
bid for her. Then there am three or four other niggers sold before my time 
comes. Then Massa Black calls me to the block, and the auction man say, 
“What am I offer for this portly, strong young wench. She’s never been ‘bused 
and will make the good breeder.” 

I wants to hear Massa Hawkins bid, but him say nothing. Two other men 
am bidding ‘gainst each other, and I sure has the worriment. There am tears 
coming down my cheeks ’cause I's being sold to some man that would make 
separation from my mammy. One man bids $500, and the auction man ask, 
“Do I hear more? She am gwine at $500.” Then someone say, “$525,” and 
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the auction man say, “She am sold for $525 to Massa Hawkins.” Am I glad 
and ’cited! Why, I’s quivering all over. 

Massa Hawkins takes we-uns to his place, and it am a nice plantation. Lots 
better than Massa Black’s. There is bout fifty niggers what is growed and lots 
of children. The first thing Massa do when we-uns gits home am give we-uns 
rations and a cabin. You must believe this n.gger when I says them rations a 
feast for us. There plenty meat and tea and coffee and white flour. I’s never 
tasted white flour and coffee, and Mammy fix some biscuits and coffee. Well, 
the biscuits was yum, yum, yum to me, but the coffee I doesn’t like. 

The quarters am pretty good. There am twelve cabins all made from logs 
and a table and some benches and bunks for sleeping and a fireplace for cooking 
and the heat. There am no floor, just the ground. 

Massa Hawkins am good to he niggers and not force ’em work too hard. 
There am as much difference ‘tween him and Old Massa Black in the way of 
treatment as ‘twixt the Lord and the devil. Massa Hawkins ‘lows he niggers 
have reasonable parties and go fishing, but we-uns am never tooken to church 
and has no books for larning. There am no education for the niggers. 

There am one thing Massa Hawkins does to me what I can’t shunt from my 
mind. I knows he don’t do it for meanness, but I always holds it ’gainst him. 
What he done am force me to live with that nigger, Rufus, ’gainst my wants. 

After I been at he place ’bout a year, the massa come to me and say, “You 
gwine live with Rufus in that cabin over yonder. Go fix it for living.” I’s ‘bout 
sixteen year old and has no larning, and I’s just ignomus child. I’s thought that 
him mean for me to tend the cabin for Rufus and some other niggers. Well, 
that am start the pestigation for me. 

I’s took charge of the cabin after work am done and fixes supper. Now, I 
don’t like that Rufus, ’cause he a bully. He am big and ’cause he so, he think 
everybody do what him say. We-uns has supper, then I goes here and there 
talking, till I’s ready for sleep, and then I gits in the bunk. After I's in, that 
nigger come and crawl in the bunk with me ’fore I knows it. I says, “What you 
means, you fool nigger?” He say for me to hush the mouth. “This am my 
bunk, too,” he say. 

“You’s teched in the head. Git out,” I’s told him, and I puts the feet ’gainst 
him and give him a shove, and out he go on the floor ’fore he know what I’s 
doing. That nigger jump up and he mad. He look like the wild bear. He starts 
for the bunk, and I jumps quick for the poker. It am bout three feet long, and 
when he comes at me I lets him have it over the head. Did that nigger stop in he 
tracks? I’s say he did. He looks at me steady for a minute, and you could tell 
he thinking hard. Then he go and set on the bench and say, “Just wait. You 
thinks it am smart, but you am foolish in the head. They’s gwine larn you 
something.” 
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“Hush your big mouth and stay ’way from this nigger, that all I wants,” 
I say, and just sets and hold that poker in the hand. He just sets, looking like 
the bull. There we-uns sets and sets for bout an hour, and then he go out, and 
I bars the door. 

The next day I goes to the missy and tells her what Rufus wants, and Missy 
say that am the massa’s wishes. She say, “You am the portly gal, and Rufus am 
the portly man. The massa wants you-uns for to bring forth portly children.” 

I’s thinking ‘bout what the missy say, but say to myself, “I’s not gwine live 
with that Rufus.” That night when him come in the cabin, I grabs the poker 
and sits on the bench and says, “Git way from me, nigger, fore I bust your 
brains out and stomp on them.” He say nothing and git out. 

The next day the massa call me and tell me, “Woman, I’s pay big money for 
you, and I’s done that for the cause I wants you to raise me childrens. I’s put 
you to live with Rufus for that purpose. Now, if you doesn’t want whipping at 
the stake, you do what I wants.” 

I thinks ‘bout Massa buying me offen the block and saving me from being 
separated from my folks and ’bout being whipped at the stake. There it am. 
What am I’s to do? So I ’cides to do as the massa wish, and so I yields. 

When we-uns am given freedom, Massa Hawkins tells us we can stay and 
work for wages or share-crop the land. Some stays and some goes. My folks 
and me stays. We works the land on share for three years, then moved to other 
land near by. I stays with my folks till they dies. 

If my memorandum am correct, it am ’bout thirty year since I come to Fort 
Worth. Here I cooks for white folks till I goes blind ’bout ten year ago. 

I never marries, ’cause one ’sperience am 'nough for this nigger. After what 
I does for the massa, I’s never wants no truck with any man. The Lord forgive 
this colored woman, but he have to ’scuse me and look for some others for to 
’plenish the earth. 
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PRAYING TO THE RIGHT MAN 


Iffen you was caught, they whipped you till you said,“Oh, pray, Master!” One 
day a man was saying, “Oh, pray, Master! Lord, have mercyl” They'd say, 
“Keep whipping that nigger, goddam him.” Ee was whipped till he said, “Oh, 
pray, Master! I got enough.” Then they saic’, “Let him up now, ’cause he’s 
praying to the right man.” 





THE LORD RULED HEAVEN, BUT JIM SMITH 
RULED THE EARTH 


My uncle, Ambus Carter, was a preacher on Marse Jim Smith’s place. He 
belonged to Marse Jim during the war, and he never did leave him. After free- 
dom come, most of Marse Jim’s niggers left him, and then he had what they 
called chain-gang slaves. He paid ’em out of jail for ’em to work for him. 
And he let °em have money all the time so they didn’t never git out of debt 
with him. They had to stay there and work all the time, and if they didn’t 
work he had ’em beat. He evermore did beat ’em if they got lazy, but if they 
worked good, he was good to em. Sometimes they tried to run away. They had 
dogs to trail em with, so they always cotched ’em, and then the whipping boss 
beat ‘em most to death. It was awful to hear ’em hollering and begging for 
mercy. If they hollered, “Lord, have mercy!” Marse Jim didn’t hear ’em, but if 
they cried, “Marse Jim, have mercy!” then he made ’em stop the beating. He 
say, “The Lord rule Heaven, but Jim Smith rule the earth.” 


HE STOMPED ON THE BODY 


The whippings was done by the master, and the overseer just tell the old Doc 
about the troubles, like the old Doc say: 

“You just watch the slaves and see they works and works hard, but don’t lay 
on with the whip, because I is the only one who knows how to do it right!” 

Maybe the old master was sickened of whippings from the stories the slaves 
told about the plantation that joined ours on the north. 

If they ever was a living devil, that plantation was his home and the owner 
was it! That’s what the old slaves say, and when I tell you about it, see if I is 
right. 

That man got so mean even the white folks was scared of him, specially if 
he was filled with drink. That’s the way he was most of the time, just before 
the slaves was freed. 
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All the time we hear about slaves on that place getting whipped or being 
locked in the stock—that one of them things where your head and hands is 
fastened through holes in a wide board, and you stands there all the day and 
all the night—and sometimes we hears of them staying in the stock for three- 
four weeks if they tries to run away to the North. 

Sometimes we hears about some slave who is shot by that man while he is 
wild with the drink. That’s what I’m telling about now. 

Don't nobody know what made the master mad at the old slave—one of the 
oldest on the place. Anyway, the master didn’t whip him; instead of that he 
kills him with the gun and scares the others so bad most of ’em runs off and 
hides in the woods. 

The drunk master just drags the old dead slave to the graveyard, which is 
down in the corner away from the growing crops, and hunts up two of the 
young boys, who was hiding in the barn. He takes them to dig the grave. 

The master stands watching every move they make, the dead man lays there 
with his face to the sky, and the boys is so scared they could hardly dig. The 
master keeps telling them to hurry with the digging. 

After while he tells them to stop and put the body in the grave. They wasn’t 
no cofhn, no box, for him. Just the old clothes that he wears in the fields. 

But the grave was too short, and they start to digging some more, but the 
master stop them. He says to put back the body in the grave, and then he 
jumps into the grave hisself. Right on the dead he jumps and stomps till the 
body is mashed and twisted to fit the hole. Then the old nigger is buried. 


WE LAUGHED AT HIS FUNERAL 


My old master was Dave Giles, the meanest man that ever lived. He didn’t 
have many slaves—my mammy, and me, and my sister, Uncle Bill, and Tru- 
man. He had owned my grandma, but he give her a bad whupping, and she 
never did git over it and died. We all done as much work as a dozen niggers— 
we knowed we had to. 

I seen Old Master git mad at Truman, and he buckled him down across a 
barrel and whupped him till he cut the blood out of him, and then he rubbed 
salt and pepper in the raw places. It looked like Truman would die, it hurt so 
bad. I know that don’t sound reasonable that a white man in a Christian com- 
munity would do such a thing, but you can’t realize how heartless he was. 
People didn’t know about it, and we dasn’t tell for we knowed he’d kill us 
if we did. You must remember he owned us body and soul, and they wasn’t 
anything we could do about it. Old Mistress and her three girls was mean to 
us to. 

One time me and my sister was spinning, and Old Mistress went to the well- 
house and she found a chicken snake and killed it. She brought it back, and she 
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throwed it around my sister’s neck. She just laughed and laughed about it. She 
thought it was a big joke. 

Old Master stayed drunk all the time. I reckon that is the reason he was so 
fetched mean. My, how we hated him! He finally killed hisself, drinking, and 
I remember Old Mistress called us in to look at him in his coffin. We all 
marched by him slow like, and I just happened to look up and caught my 
sister’s eye, and we both just naturally laughed. Why shouldn’t we? We was 
glad he was dead. It’s a good thing we had our laugh for Old Mistress took us 
out and whupped us with a broomstick. She didn’t make us sorry though. 


I SAID I WAS GLAD SHE WAS DEAD 


Me and Zack was raised up together. He was one of the old set of children. 
The baby in that set. I’d set on the log across a branch and wait till Zack would 
break open a biscuit and sop it in ham gravy and bring it to me after he et 
his breakfast. One morning the sun was so bright; he run down there crying, 
said his mama was dead. He never brought me no biscuit. He had just got up. 
I was five years old. I said I was glad. Emily was the cook, and she come down 
there and kicked me off the log and made my nose bleed. I cried and run 
home. My mother picked me up in her arms, took me in her lap, and asked me 
about it. I told her I was glad ’cause she kept that little cowhide and whupped 
me with it. 


IF 1 WERE YOU AND YOU WERE ME 


To whip me she put my head between the two fence rails, and she taken the 
cowhide whip and beat me until I couldn’t sit down for a week. Sometimes she 
tied our hands around a tree and tied our neck to the tree with our face to the 
tree, and they would get behind us with that cowhide whip with a piece of 
lead tied to the end, and Lord, have mercy! child, I shouted when I wasn’t 
happy. All I could say was, “Oh, pray, Mistress, pray!” That was our way to 
say “Lord, have mercy!” The last whipping Old Miss give me she tied me to a 
tree and oh, my Lord! Old Miss whipped me that day. That was the worst 
whipping I ever got in my life. I cried and bucked and hollered until I couldn't. 
I give up for dead, and she wouldn’t stop. I stop crying and said to her, “Old 
Miss, if I were you and you were me, I wouldn’t beat you this way.” That 
struck Old Miss’s heart, and she let me go, and she did not have the heart to 
beat me any more. 


THE CHAIN AND THE BELL 


My father took me away from my mother at age of six weeks old and gave me 
to my grandmother, who was real old at the time. Just before she died, she 
gave me back to my father, who was my mammy’s master. He was a old 
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bachelor and run a saloon, and he was white, but my mammy was a Negro. He 
Was mean to me. : 

Finally my father let his sister take me and raise me with her children. She 
was good to me, but before he let her have me he willed I must wear a bell till 
I was twenty-one year old, strapped round my shoulders with the bell ’bout 
three feet from my head in a steel frame. That was for punishment for being 
born into the world a son of a white man and my mammy, a Negro slave. I 
wears this frame with the bell where I couldn’t reach the clapper, day and 
night. I never knowed what it was to lay down in bed and get a good night’s 
sleep till I was bout seventeen year old, when my father died and my missy 
took the bell offen me. 

Before my father gave me to his sister, I was tied and strapped to a tree and 
whipped like a beast by my father, till I was unconscious, and then left strapped 
to a tree all night in cold and rainy weather. My father was very mean. He and 
he sister brung me to Texas, to North Zulch, when I ’bout twelve year old. He 
brung my mammy, too, and made her come and be his mistress one night 
every week. He would have kilt every one of his slaves rather than see us go 
free, ’specially me and my mammy. 

My missy was pretty good to me, when my father wasn’t right round. But 
he wouldn’t let her give me anything to eat but corn bread and water and little 
sweet ’taters, and just ‘nough of that to keep me alive. I was always hungry. 
My mammy had a boy called Frank Adds and a girl called Marie Adds, what 
she give birth to by her colored husband, but I never got to play with them. 
Missy worked me on the farm, and there was "bout one hundred acres and 
fifteen slaves to work ’em. The overseer waked us "bout three in the morning, 
and then he worked us just long as we could see. If we didn’t git round fast 
’nough, he chain us to a tree at night with nothing to eat, and next day, if we 
didn’t go on the run, he hit us thirty-nine licks with a belt, what was ’bout 
three foot long and four inches wide. 

I wore the bell night and day, and my father would chain me to a tree till 
I nearly died from the cold and being so hungry. My father didn’t ‘lieve in 
church, and my missy ‘lieved there a Lord, but I wouldn’t have ‘lieved her if 
she try larn me ’bout ‘ligion, ’cause my father tell me I wasn’t any more than 
a damn mule. I slept on a chair and tried to rest till my father died, and then 
I sang all day, ‘cause I knowed I wouldn’t be treated so mean. When Missy took 
that bell offen me, I think I in Heaven ’cause I could lie down and go to sleep. 
When I did I couldn’t wake up for a long time, and when I did wake up I'd 
be scared to death I’d see my father with his whip and that old bell. I’d jump 
out of bed and run till I give out, for fear he’d come back and git me. 
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WHY MASTER HAD SUCH A MEAN MAN WORKING 
FOR HIM 


Mr. Marcus Brown, the overseer, he mean sure ’nough, I tell you, and the 
onliest thing that keep him from beating the niggers up all the time would be 
Old Marse or his nephew, Mr. Bart Milton. Both of them was good and kind 
’most all the time. One time that I remembers, Old Marse, he gone back to 
Panola County for something, and Mr. Bart Milton, he attending the camp 
meeting. That was the day that Mr. Marcus Brown come mighty nigh killing 
Henry. I'll tell you how that was, boss. It was on Monday morning that it 
happened. The Friday before that Monday morning all of the hands had been 
picking cotton, and Mr. Marcus Brown didn’t think that Henry had picked 
enough cotton that day, and so he give Henry a lashing out in the field. That 
night Henry, he git mad and burn up his sack and runned off and hid in the 
canebrake ‘long the bayou all of the next day. Mr. Marcus, he missed Henry 
from the field and sent Jeff and Randall to find him and bring him in. They 
found Henry real soon and tell him iffen he don’t come on back to the field that 
Mr. Marcus gwine to set the hounds on him. So Henry, he comed on back 
then, ’cause the niggers was scared of them wild bloodhounds what they would 
set on em when they try to run off. 

When Henry git back, Mr. Marcus say, “Henry, where your sack? And how 
come you ain’t picking cotton ‘stead running off like that?” Henry say he 
done burnt he sack up. With that Mr. Marcus lit into him like a bear, lashing 
him right and left. Henry broke and run then to the cookhouse where he 
mammy, Aunt Mary, was, and Mr. Marcus right after him with a heavy stick 
of wood that he picked up offen the yard. Mr. Marcus got Henry cornered in 
the house and near ’bout beat that nigger to death. In fact, Mr. Marcus, he 
really think, too, that he done kilt Henry cause he called Uncle Nat and said, 
“Nat, go git some boards and make a coffin for this nigger what I done kilt.” 

But Henry wasn’t dead, though he was beat up terrible, and they put him in 
the sickhouse. For days and days Uncle Warner had to ’tend to him and wash 
he wounds and pick the maggots outen his sores. That was just the way that 
Mr. Marcus Brown treated the niggers every time he git a chancet. He would 
even lash and beat the womens. 

Boss, you has heared me telling that my marse was a good kind man and 
that his overseer, Mr. Marcus Brown, was terrible cruel and mean and would 
beat the niggers up every chance he ;rit, and you ask me how come it was that 
the marse would have such a mean man a-working for him. Now I’s gwine to 
tell you the reason. You know the truth is the light, boss, and this is the truth 
what I’s gwine to say. Marse, he in love with Mr. Marcus Brown’s wife, Miss 
Sara, and Miss Sara’s young daughter, she was Marse's child. Yes, sir, she was 
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that. Her name was Miss Harvey, that’s what it was. Marse had done willed 
that child a big part of his property and a whole gang of niggers. He was gwine 
give her Tolliver, Becky, Aunt Mary, Austin, and Savannah, and a heap more 
sides that. But the war, it come on and broke Marse up, and all the darkies 
sot free; and after that, so I heared, Mr. Marcus Brown and Miss Sara and the 
young lady, Miss Harvey, they moved up North some place, and I ain’t never 
heared no more from them. 


ORDEAL BY PLANTING 


Old Massa’s wife’s sister had a husband what kept the meanest overseer 
during the war that I ever is seed..... That man would make them niggers on 
the plantation plow up a great big field, big as all over yonder, and then check 
it for corn. And checking corn is running a straight row clean ’cross the field 
both ways, and it make a check bout two feet square. Then he’d make the 
niggers drap a grain of corn right in the middle of every check, and if it didn’t 
come up straight as these here fingers on my hand, he’d snatch it up and make 
‘em eat it right then and there, stalk and all, ’thout ever biling it or anything. 
And that'll mighty near throw you in the middle of a spell of sickness, sure’s 
you born. 

But that didn’t make no difference to that man. And ’stead of that, he’d nigh 
bout beat ’em to death if they ’sputed his word ’bout it, but then they didn’t 
‘spute, ‘cause they was so scared when they drapped it that it ain’t gwine to 
come up straight like he say, that they couldn’t drap it good as they could of 
drapped it. "Cause they so scared they couldn’t. 


FILLING A BARREL WITH A THIMBLE 


Before the war I ’member the overseer would say, “If you don’t have that 
done tonight, I'll whip you tomorrow.” They had one man was pretty bad, and 
I know they give him a thimble and a barrel and told him he had to fill up that 
barrel, but he couldn’t do it, you know, and so they whipped him. 


POOR WHITE-TRASH PATEROLLERS 


My pappy name Jeff and belong to Marse Joe Woodward. He live on a 
plantation ’cross the other side of Wateree Crick. My mammy name Phoebe. 
Pappy have to git a pass to come to see Mammy, before the war. Sometime that 
crick git up over the bank and I, to this day, ‘members one time Pappy come 
in all wet and drenched with water. Him had made the mule swim the crick. 
Him stayed over his leave that was writ on the pass. Paterollers come ask for 
the pass. They say: “The time done out, nigger.” Pappy try to explain, but 
they pay no ‘tention to him. Tied him up, pulled down his breeches, and 
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whupped him right before Mammy and us children..... Marse Tom and Miss 
Jane heard the hollering of us all and come to the place they was whupping 
him and beg them, in the name of God, to stop, that the crick was still up and 
dangerous to cross, and that they would make it all right with Pappy’s master. 
They say of Pappy: “Jeff swim ‘cross. Let him git the mule and swim back.” 
They make Pappy git on the mule and follo-y him down to the crick and 
watch him swim that swift muddy crick to the other side. 

I often think that the system of paterollers and bloodhounds did more to 
bring on the war and the wrath of the Lord than anything else. Why the good 
white folks put up with them poor white-trash paterollers I never can see or 
understand. You never see classy buckra men a-paterolling. It was always 
some low-down white men, that never owned a nigger in their life, doing the 
paterolling and a-stripping the clothes off men like Pappy right before the 
wives and children and beating the blood out of him. No, sir, good white men 
never dirty their hands and souls in such work of the devil as that. 


THEY THINK TOO HIGH OF THEMSELVES 


Most them there patrollers was poor white folks, I believes. Rich folks stay 
in their house at night, ‘less they has some sort of big frolic amongst their- 
selves. Poor white folks had to hustle round to make a living, so they hired out 
theirselves to slaveowners and rode the roads at night and whipped niggers if 
they catched any off their plantation without a pass. I has found that if you 
gives to some poor folks, white or black, something a little better than they is 
used to, they is sure gwine to think too high of theirselves soon, that’s right. I 
sure believes that, as much as I believes I’s setting in this chair talking to you. 


THE LAST TIME I SAW MASTER 


No, sir, he wa’n’t good to none of us niggers. All the niggers round hated to 
be bought by him ‘cause he was so mean. When he was too tired to whup us, 
he had the overseer do it; and the overseer was meaner than the massa. But, 
mister, the peoples was the same as they is now. There was good ones and bad 
ones. I just happened to belong to a bad one. One day I remembers my brother 
January was cotched over seeing a gal on the next plantation. He had a pass, 
but the time on it done give out. Well, sir, when the massa found out that he 
was a hour late, he got as mad as a hive of bees. So when Brother January he 
come home, the massa took down his long mule skinner and tied him with a 
rope to a pine tree. He strip his shirt off and said: “Now, nigger, I'm going to 
teach you some sense.” 

With that he started laying on the lashes. January was a big, fine-looking 
nigger, the finest I ever seed. He was just four years older than me, and when 
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the massa begin a-beating him, January never said a word. The massa got 
madder and madder cause he couldn’t make January holler. 

“What's the matter with you, nigger?” he say. “Don’t it hurt?” 

January, he never said nothing, and the massa keep a-beating till little 
streams of blood started flowing down January’s chest, but he never holler. His 
lips was a-quivering and his body was a-shaking, but his mouth it never open; 
and all the while I sat on my mammy’s and pappy’s steps a-crying. The niggers 
was all gathered about, and some of ’em couldn’t stand it; they had to go in- 
side their cabins. After while, January, he couldn’t stand it no longer hisself, 
and he say in a hoarse loud whisper: “Massa! Massa! have mercy on this poor 
nigger.”.... 

Then the war came. The Yankees come in, and they pulled the fruit off the 
trees and et it. They et the hams and corn, but they never burned the houses. 
Seem to me like they just stay around long enough to git plenty something to 
eat, ‘cause they left in two or three days, and we never seed ’em since. The 
massa had three boys to go to war, but there wasn’t one to come home. All the 
children he had was killed. Massa, he lost all his money, and the house soon 
begin dropping away to nothing. Us niggers one by one left the old place, 
and the last time I seed the home plantation I was a-standing on a hill. I looked 
back on it for the last time through a patch of scrub pines, and it look so lonely. 
There wa’n't but one person in sight, the massa. He was a-setting in a wicker 
chair in the yard looking out over a small field of cotton and corn. There was 
four crosses in the graveyard in the side lawn where he was a-setting. The 
fourth one was his wife. I lost my old woman, too, thirty-seven years ago, and 
all this time, I’s been a-carrying on like the massa—all alone. 


HOW THAT SUIT YOU? 


.... All he niggers say Cade the good man. He hire he overseers and say, 
“You can correct them for they own good and make them work right, but you 
ain’t better cut they hide or draw no blood.” He git a-holt some mean over- 
seers, but they don’t tarry long. He find out they beating he niggers, and then 
he beat them and say, “How that suit you?” 


PLL WHIP YOU WITH CHICKEN STEW 


It am years after freedom Missy Mary say to me what Massa always say, 
“If the nigger won't follow orders by kind treating, such nigger am wrong in 
the head and not worth keeping.” He didn’t have to rush us. We'd just dig in 
and do the work. One time Massa clearing some land, and it am gitting late for 
breaking the ground. Us always have Saturday afternoon and Sunday off. Old 
Jerry says to us, “Tell yous what us do—go to the clearing this afternoon and 
Sunday and finish for the massa. That sure make him glad.” 
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Saturday noon come, and nobody tells the massa but go to that clearing and 
sing while us work, cutting brush and grubbing stomps and burning brush. 
Us sing: 

Hi, ho, ug, hi, ho, ug, 
The sharp bit, the strong arm, 
Hi, ho, ug, hi, ho, ug, 


This tree am done ’fore us warm. 


The massa come out, and his mouth am slipping all over he face, and he 
say, “What this all mean? Why you working Saturday afternoon?” 

Old Jerry am a funny cuss, and he say, “Massa, O, Massa, please don’t whup 
us for cutting down your trees,” 

“T’s gwine whup you with the chicken stew,” Massa say. And for Sunday 
dinner there am chicken stew with noodles and peach cobbler. 


HE DIDN’T ALLOW NOBODY TO HIT THEM A LICK 


My master was the best in this country. He didn’t had many niggers, but he 
sure took good care of them what he did had. He didn’t ‘low nobody to hit 
‘em a lick. Sometime when I would git cotch up with in some devilment, the 
white folks would say, “Whose nigger is you?” and I say, “Marse Saddler 
Smith.” Then they look at each other and say kinda low, “Better not do nothing 
to Old Smith’s nigger. He'll raise the devil.” 


HE GLORIED IN THEIR SPUNK 


Oh, them patrollers! They had a chief, and he git ’em together, and iffen 
they caught you without a pass and sometimes with a pass, they’d beat you. 
But iffen you had a pass, they had to answer to the law. One old master had 
two slaves, brothers, on his place. They was both preachers. Mitchell was a 
Hardshell Baptist and Andrew was a Missionary Baptist. One day the patroller 
chief was rambling through the place and found some letters writ to Mitchell 
and Andrew. He went to the master and said, “Did you know you had some 
niggers that could read and write?” Master said, “No, but I might have. Who 
do you ’spect?” The patroller answered, “Mitchell and Andrew.” The old 
master said, “I never knowed Andrew to tell me a lie about nothing!” 

Mitchell was called first and asked could he read and write. He was scared 
stiff. He said, “No, sir.” Andrew ws called and asked. He said, “Yes, sir.” He 
was asked iffen Mitchell could. He said, “Sure, better’n me.” The master told 
John Arnold, the patroller chief, not to bother 'em. He gloried in their spunk. 
When the old master died, he left all of his niggers a home apiece. 
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WHEN I GOT BACK TO MASTER HALEY 


Massa Haley am kind to his colored folks, and him am kind to everybody, 
and all the folks likes him. The other white folks called we-uns the petted 
niggers. There am ’bout thirty old and young niggers and ’bout twenty picka- 
ninnies too little to work, and the nurse cares for them while they mammies 
works. 

I’s gwine ’splain how it am managed on Massa Haley’s plantation. It am sort 
of like the small town, ’cause everything we uses am made right there. There 
am the shoemaker, and he is the tanner and make the leather from the hides. 
Then Massa has "bout a thousand sheep, and he gits the wool, and the niggers 
cards and spins and weaves it, and that makes all the clothes. Then Massa 
have cattle and such provide the milk and the butter and beef meat for eating. 
Then Massa have the turkeys and chickens and the hogs and the bees. With 
all that, us never was hungry. 

The plantation am planted in cotton, mostly, with the corn and the wheat a 
little, cause Massa don’t need much of them. He never sell nothing but the 
cotton. 

The living for the colored folks am good. The quarters am built from logs 
like they’s all in them days. The floor am the dirt, but we has the benches and 
what is made on the place. And we has the big fireplace for to cook, and we has 
plenty to cook in that fireplace, ’cause Massa always ‘lows plenty good rations, 
but he watch close for the wasting of the food. 

The war breaks, and that make the big change on the massa’s place. He jines 
the army and hires a man call Delbridge for overseer. After that, the hell start 
to pop, ’cause the first thing Delbridge do is cut the rations. He weighs out 
the meat, three pound for the week, and he measure a peck of meal. And 
‘twa’n’t enough. He half-starve us niggers, and he want more work, and he 
start the whippings. I guesses he starts to educate em. I guess that Delbridge go 
to hell when he died, but I don’t see how the devil could stand him. 

We-uns am not use to such, and some runs off. When they am cotched, 
there am a whipping at the stake. But that Delbridge, he sold me to Massa 
House, in Blanco County. I’s sure glad when I’s sold, but it am short gladness, 
‘cause here am another man what hell am too good for. He gives me the whip- 
ping, and the scars am still on my arms and my back, too. I'll carry them to my 
grave. He sends me for firewood, and when I gits it loaded, the wheel hits a 
stump, and the team jerks, and that breaks the whippletree. So he ties me to 
the stake, and every half hour for four hours they lays ten lashes on my back. 
For the first couple hours the pain am awful. I’s never forgot it. Then I’s stood 
so much pain I not feel so much, and when they takes me loose, I’s just ‘bout 
half dead. J lays in the bunk two days, gitting over that whipping, gitting over 
it in the body but not the heart. No, sir, I has that in the heart till this day. 
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After that whipping I doesn’t have the heart to work for the massa. If I seed 
the cattle in the cornfield, I turns the back, ’stead of chasing ’em out. I guess 
that the reason the massa sold me to his brother, Massa John. And he am good 
like my first massa, he never whipped me. 

Then surrender am ‘nounced and Massa tells us we’s free. When that takes 
place, it am ’bout one hour by sun. I says to myself, “I won’t be here long.” But 
I’s not realize what I’s in for till after I’s started, but I couldn’t turn back. For 
that means the whipping or danger from the paterollers. There I was, and I 
kept on gwine. No nigger am ’sposed to be off the massa’s place without the 
pass, so I travels at night and hides during the daylight. I stays in the brush 
and gits water from the creeks, but not much to eat. Twice I’s sure them 
paterollers am passing while’s I’s hiding. 

I’s twenty-one year old then, but it am the first time I’s gone any place, ’cept 
to the neighbors, so I’s worried ’bout the right way to Massa Haley’s place. 
But the morning of the third day I comes to he place, and I’s so hungry and 
tired and scared for fear Massa Haley not home from the army yet. So I finds 
my pappy, and he hides me in he cabin till a week, and then luck comes to me 
when Massa Haley come home. He come at night, and the next morning that 
Delbridge am shunt off the place, ‘cause Massa Haley seed he niggers was all 
gaunt, and lots am run off, and the fields am not plowed right, and only half the 
sheep and everything left. So Massa say to that Delbridge, “There am no 
words can ’splain what you’s done. Git off my place ‘fore I smashes you.” 

Then I can come out from my pappy’s cabin, and the old massa was glad to 
see me, and he let me stay till freedom am ordered. That’s the happiest time in 
my life, when I gits back to Massa Haley. 


’D RATHER SEE THOSE MARKS ON MY OWN SHOULDERS 


My mammy worked in the big house, a-spinning and a-nursing the white 
children. All of them called her Mammy. I ’members one thing just like it was 
yesterday. Miss Sarah went to Demopolis to visit with her sister, and whilst 
she were gone the overseer, what go by the name of Allen, whupped my 
mammy ’crost her back till the blood runned out. 

When Miss Sarah comed back and found it out, she was the maddest white 
lady I ever seed. She sont for the overseer, and she say: “Allen, what you mean 
by whupping Mammy? You know I don’t allow you to touch my house 
servants.” She jerk her dress down and stand there looking like a soldier with 
her white shoulders shining and she say: “I'd rather see them marks on my own 
shoulders than to see em on Mammy’s. They wouldn’t hurt me no worse.” 
Then she say: “Allen, take your family and git offen my place. Don’t you let 
sundown catch you here.” So he left. He wasn’t nothing but white trash nohow. 


173 


THE SLAVE’S CHANCE 


Before I'd be a slave 
I'd be buried in my grave. 


dal OQ eee a Sa a ae ae ln ele ea ea 


SHE RODE OFF ON A COW 


She didn’t work in the field. She worked at a loom. She worked so long and 
so often that once she went to sleep at the loom. Her master’s boy saw her and 
told his mother. His mother told him to take a whip and wear her out. He took 
a stick and went out to beat her awake. He beat my mother till she woke up. 
When she woke up, she took a pole out of the loom and beat him nearly to 
death with it. He hollered, “Don’t beat me no more, and I won't let em whip 
you.” 

She said, “I’m going to kill you. These black titties sucked you, and then 
you come out here to beat me.” And when she left him, he wasn’t able to walk. 

And that was the last I seen of her until after freedom. She went out and 
got on an old cow that she used to milk—Dolly, she called it. She rode away 
from the plantation, because she knew they would kill her if she stayed. 


LITTLE JOE MADE A SONG 


The people that owned the plantation near us had lots of slaves. They owned 
lots of my kinfolks. They master would beat ’em at night when they come 
from the field and lock em up. He’d whup em and send ’em to the field. They 
couldn’t visit no slaves, and no slaves was ‘lowed to visit ’em. So my cousin 
Sallie watched him hide the keys. So she moved ’em a little further back so 
that he had to lean over to reach ‘em. That morning soon when he come to let 
’em out, she cracked him in the head with the poker and made Little Joe help 
put his head in the fireplace. That day in the field Little Joe made a song: “If 
you don’t believe Aunt Sallie kilt Marse Jim, the blood is on her underdress.” 
He just hollered it, “Aunt Sallie kilt Marse Jim.” They ’zamined Aunt Sallie’s 
underdress, so they put her in jail till the baby come, then they tried her and 
sentenced her to be hung, and she was. 


NO OVERSEER EVER DOWNED HER 


My mother had about three masters before she got free. She was a terrible 
working woman. Her boss went off deer hunting once for a few weeks, While 
he was gone, the overseer tried to whip her. She knocked him down and tore 
his face up so that the doctor had to ’tend to him. When Pennington came back, 
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he noticed his face all patched up and asked him what was the matter with it. 
The overseer told him that he went down in the field to whip the hands and 
that he just thought he would hit Lucy a few licks to show the slaves that he 
was impartial, but she jumped on him and like to tore him up. Old Pennington 
said to him, “Well, if that is the best you could do with her, damned if you 
won't just have to take it.” 

Then they sold her to another man, named Jim Bernard. Bernard did a lot 
of big talk to her one morning. He said, “Look out there and mind you do what 
you told around here and step lively. If you don’t, you'll get that bull whip.” 
She said to him, “Yes, and we'll both be gitting it.” He had heard about her; 
so he sold her to another man named Cleary. He was good to her; so she 
wasn’t sold no more after that. 

There wasn’t many men could class up with her when it come to working. 
She could do more work than any two men. There wasn’t no use for no one 
man to try to do nothing with her. No overseer never downed her. 


SHE CHOPPED THIS MAN TO A BLOODY DEATH 


One day when an old woman was plowing in the field, an overseer came by 
and reprimanded her for being so slow—she gave him some back talk, he 
took out a long closely woven whip and lashed her severely. The woman 
became sore and took her hoe and chopped him right across his head, and, 


child, you should have seen how she chopped this man to a bloody death. 


SHE PULLED UP THE STUMP 


Early Hurt had an overseer, named Sanders. He tied my sister Crecie to a 
stump to whip her. Crecie was stout and heavy. She was a grown young 
woman and big and strong. Sanders had two dogs with him in case he would 
have trouble with anyone. When he started laying that lash on Crecie’s back, 
she pulled up that stump and whipped him and the dogs both. 

Old Early Hurt came up and whipped her hisself. Said, “Oh, you’re too bad 
for the overseer to whip, huh?” 


NO MORE OVERSEERS AFTER THAT 


I 


Massa never had but one white ove-seer. He got kilt fighting. The hands was 
burning logs and trash, and the overseer knocked a old man down and made 
some of the niggers hold him while he bullwhipped him. The old man got up 
and knocked the overseer in the head with a big stick and then took a ax and 
cut off his hands and feet. Massa said he didn’t ever want another white over- 
seer, and he made my cousin overlooker after that. 
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But the oldest boy, William, got the devil in him and hires a overseer, and 
he rid in the fields with a quirt and rope and chair on his saddle. When he done 
take a notion to whip a nigger, he’d make some the men tie that nigger to the 
chair and beat him something scandalous. He got mad at my mother’s sister, 
Aunt Susie Ann, and beat her till the blood run off her on the ground. She fall 
at his feets like she passed out, and he put up the whip and she trips him and 
gits the whip and whips him till he couldn’t stand up. Then some the niggers 
throwed him off a cliff and broke his neck. His folks gits the sheriff, but 
Master’s boys orders him off the place with a gun. There wa’n’t no more over- 
seers on the place after that. 


THE RED-BONE HOUND 


White folks, ....I’s gonna tell you a story bout a mean overseer and what 
happened to him during the slavery days. It all commenced when a nigger 
named Jake Williams got a whupping for staying out after the time on his 
pass done give out. All the niggers on the place hated the overseer worse than 
pizen, ’cause he was so mean and used to try to think up things to whup us for. 

One morning the slaves was lined up ready to eat their breakfast, and Jake 
Williams was a-petting his old red-bone hound. ’Bout that time the overseer 
come up and seed Jake a-petting his hound, and he say: “Nigger, you ain’t got 
time to be a-fooling ‘long that dog. Now make him git.” Jake tried to make the 
dog go home, but the dog didn’t want to leave Jake. Then the overseer pick up 
a rock and slam the dog in the back. The dog, he then went a-howling off. 

That night Jake, he come to my cabin and he say to me: “Heywood, I is 
gonna run away to a free state. I ain’t a-gonna put up with this treatment 
no longer. I can’t stand much more.” I gives him my hand, and I say: “Jake, 
I hopes you gits there. Maybe I'll see you again sometime.” 

“Heywood,” he says, “I wish you’d look after my hound Belle. Féed her and 
keep her the best you can. She a mighty good possum and coon dog. I hates to 
part with her, but I knows that you is the best person I could leave her with.” 
And with that Jake slip out the door, and I seed him a-walking toward the 
swamp down the long furrows of corn. 

It didn’t take that overseer long to find out that Jake done run away, and 
when he did, he got out the bloodhounds and started off after him. It wa’n’t 
long afore Jake heard them hounds a-howling in the distance. Jake, he was too 
tired to go any further. He circled round and doubled on his tracks so as to 
confuse the hounds and then he clumb a tree. "T'wa’n’t long afore he seed the 
light of the overseer coming through the woods, and the dogs was a-gitting 
closer and closer. Finally they smelled the tree that Jake was in, and they 
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started barking round it. The overseer lift his lighted pine knot in the air so’s 
he could see Jake. He say, “Nigger, come on down from there. You done 
wasted ’nough of our time.” But Jake, he never move nor make a sound, and 
all the time the dogs kept a-howling and the overseer kept a-swearing. “Come 
on down,” he say again. “Iffen you don’t I’s coming up and knock you outen 
the tree with a stick.” Jake, still he never moved, and the overseer began to 
climb the tree. When he got where he could almost reach Jake, he swung that 
stick, and it come down on Jake’s leg and hurt him terrible. Jake, he raised 
his foot and kicked the overseer right in the mouth, and that white man went 
a-tumbling to the ground. When he hit the earth, them hounds pounced on 
him. Jake, he then lowered hisself to the bottom limbs so’s he could see what 
had happened. He saw the dogs a-tearing at the man and he holler: “Hold 
him, Belle! Hold him, gal!” The leader of that pack of hounds, white folks, 
wa’n’t no bloodhound. She was a plain old red-bone possum and coon dog, and 
the rest done just like she done, tearing at the overseer’s throat. All the while, 
Jake he a-hollering frorn the tree for the dogs to git him. T'wa’n’t long afore 
them dogs tore that man all to pieces. He died right under that maple tree that 
he run Jake up. Jake, he and that coon hound struck off through the woods. 
The rest of the pack come home. 

I seed Jake after us niggers was freed. That’s how come I knowed all about 
it. It musta been six years after they killed the overseer. It was in Kentucky 
that I run across Jake. He was a-sitting on some steps of a nigger cabin. A 
hound dog was a-sitting at his side. I tells him how glad I is to see him, and 
then I look at the dog. “That ain’t Belle?” I says. “Naw.” Jake answers, “this 
her puppy.” Then he told me the whole story. I always did want to know what 
happen to ’em. 

A WHITE MAN’S CHANCE 


Jim Williams was a patroller, and how he did like to catch a nigger off the 
farm without a permit so he could whip him. Jim thought he was the best man 
in the country and could whip the best of ’em. One night John Hardin, a big 
husky feller, was out late. He met Jim and knowed he was in for it. Jim said, 
“John, I’m gonna give you a white man’s chance. I’m gonna let you fight me, 
and if you are the best man, well and good.” 

John say, “Master Jim, I can’t fight with you. Come on and give me my 
licking and let me go on home.” 

But Jim wouldn’t do it, and he slapped John and called him some names 
and told him he is a coward to fight him. All this made John awful mad, 
and he flew into him and give him the terriblest licking a man ever toted. He 
went on home, but knew he would git into trouble over it. 
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Jim talked around over the country about what he was going to do to John, 
but everybody told him that he brought it all on hisself. He never did try to 
git another nigger to fight with him. 


GONE TO THE WOODS 


If a nigger ever run off the place and come back, Master’d say, “If you'll be a 
good nigger, I’ll not whip you this time.” But you couldn’t ‘lieve that. A nigger 
run off and stayed in the woods six month. When he come back, he’s hairy as a 
cow, ’cause he lived in a cave and come out at night and pilfer round. They 
put the dogs on him but couldn’t cotch him. Finally he come home, and 
Master say he won’t whip him, and Tom was crazy ’nough to ‘lieve it. Master 
say to the cook, “Fix Tom a big dinner,” and while Tom’s eating, Master 
stand in the door with a whip and say, “Tom, I’s change my mind; you have 
no business running off, and I’s gwine take you out just like you come into the 
world.” 

Master gits a bottle whiskey and a box cigars and have Tom tied up out in 
the yard. He takes a chair and say to the driver, “Boy, take him down, 250 
licks this time.” Then he’d count the licks. When they’s 150 licks, it didn’t look 
like they is any place left to hit, but Master say, “Finish him up.” Then he and 
the driver sot down, smoke cigars and drink whiskey, and Master tell Tom 
how he must mind he master. Then he lock Tom up in a log house, and 
Master tell all the niggers if they give him anything to eat he’ll skin ’em alive. 
The old folks slips Tom bread and meat. When he gits out, he’s gone to the 
woods 'gain. They’s plenty niggers what stayed in the woods till surrender. 


THEY LIVED IN A CAVE SEVEN YEARS 


I know so many things ‘bout slavery time till I never will be able to tell °em 
all.....In them days preachers was just as bad and mean as anybody else. 
There was a man who folks called a good preacher, but he was one of the 
meanest mens I ever seed. When I was in slavery under him, he done so many 
bad things till God soon kilt him. His wife or children could git mad with you, 
and if they told him anything he always beat you. Most times he beat his 
slaves when they hadn’t done nothing a-tall. One Sunday morning his wife 
told him their cook wouldn’t never fix nothing she told her to fix. Time she 
said it he jumped up from the table, went in the kitchen, and made the cook 
go under the porch where he always whupped his slaves. She begged and 
prayed, but he didn’t pay no ‘tention to that. He put her up in what us called 
the swing, and beat her till she couldn’t holler. The poor thing already had 
heart trouble; that’s why he put her in the kitchen, but he left her swinging 
there and went to church, preached, and called hisself serving God. When he 
got back home she was dead. Whenever your master had you swinging up, 
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nobody wouldn’t take you down. Sometimes a man would help his wife, but 
most times he was beat afterwards. 

Another master I had kept a hogshead to whup you on. This hogshead had 
two or three hoops round it. He buckled you face down on the hogshead and 
whupped you till you bled. Everybody always stripped you in them days to 
whup you, ’cause they didn’t care who seed vou naked. Some folks’ children 
took sticks and jabbed you while you was being beat. Sometimes these children 
would beat you all ’cross your head, and they mas and pas didn’t know what 
stop was. 

Another way Master had to whup us was in a stock that he had in the 
stables. This was where he whupped you when he was real mad. He had logs 
fixed together with holes for your feet, hands, and head. He had a way to open 
these logs and fasten you in. Then he had his coachman give you so many 
lashes, and he would let you stay in the stock for so many days and nights. 
That’s why he had it in the stable so it wouldn’t rain on you. Every day you 
got that same number of lashes. You never come out able to sit down. 

I had a cousin with two children. The oldest one had to nurse one of Master’s 
grandchildren. The front steps was real high, and one day this poor child fell 
down these steps with the baby. His wife and daughter hollered and went on 
terrible, and when our master come home they was still hollering just like the 
baby was dead or dying. When they told him ’bout it, he picked up a board and 
hit this poor little child ’cross the head and kilt her right there. Then he told 
his slaves to take her and throw her in the river. Her ma begged and prayed, 
but he didn’t pay her no ’tention; he made ’em throw the child in. 

One of the slaves married a young gal, and they put her in the big house to 
work. One day Mistress jumped on her ‘bout something, and the gal hit her 
back, Mistress said she was going to have Master put her in the stock and beat 
her when he come home. When the gal went to the field and told her husband 
‘bout it, he told her where to go and stay till he got there. That night he took 
his supper to her. He carried her to a cave and hauled pine straw and put in 
there for her to sleep on. He fixed that cave up just like a house for her, put a 
stove in there and run the pipe out through the ground into a swamp. Every- 
body always wondered how he fixed that pipe. Course they didn’t cook on it 
till night when nobody could see the smoke. He ceiled the house with pine 
logs, made beds and tables out of pine poles, and they lived in this cave seven 
years. During this time, they had three children. Nobody was with her when 
these children was born but her husband. He waited on her with each child. 
The children didn’t wear no clothes ’cept a piece tied round their waists. They 
was just as hairy as wild people, and they was wild. When they come out of 
that cave, they would run every time they seed a person. 

The seven years she lived in the cave, different folks helped keep ’em in food. 
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Her husband would take it to a certain place and she would go and git it. Peo- 
ple had passed over this cave ever so many times, but nobody knowed these 
folks was living there. Our master didn’t know where she was, and it was 
freedom ’fore she come out of that cave for good. 


UNCLE ISOM 


Talking "bout niggers running away, didn’t my steppappy run away? Didn't 
my Uncle Gabe run away? The frost would just bite they toes ‘most nigh off 
too, whiles they was gone. They put Uncle Isom (my steppappy) in jail, and 
whiles he was in there he killed a white guardman. Then they put in the 
paper, “A nigger to kill,” and our master seen it and bought him. He was a 
double-strengthed man, he was so strong. He’d run off, so help you God. They 
had the bloodhounds after him once, and he caught the hound what was 
leading and beat the rest of the dogs. The white folks run up on him before he 
knowed it and made them dogs eat his ear plumb out. But, don’t you know, he 
got away anyhow. One morning I was sweeping out the hall in the big house, 
and somebody come a-knocking on the front door, and I goes to the door. 
There was Uncle Isom with rags all on his head. He said, “Tell Old Master 
here I am.” I goes to Master’s door and says, “Master Colonel Sam, Uncle Isom 
said here he am.” He say, “Go round to the kitchen and tell black mammy to 
give you breakfast.” When he was through eating, they give him three hundred 
lashes and, bless my soul, he run off again. 


GUINEA JIM 


The first thing I ’members ’bout slavery time, I wa’n’t nothing but a boy, 
bout fifteen, I reckon. That’s what Marse Johnnie Horn say. Us belong to 
Marse Ike Horn, Marse Johnnie’s pa, right here on this place where us is 
now. But this here didn’t belong to me then. This here was all Marse Ike’s 
place. Marse Ike’s gin got outa fix and we couldn’t git it fixed. Colonel Lee had 
two gins, and one of ’em was just below old Turner house. Recollect a big old 
hickory tree? Well, there’s where it was. 

I was plenty big ’nough to drive the mules to the gin. Set on the lever and 
drive ’em, just like a ‘lasses mill. So that night Marse Ike told us he want every- 
body to go with him to Colonel Lee’s gin next morning, and didn’t want 
nobody to git out and go ahead of him. That held up the ginning; made us not 
to go to the ginhouse till sunup. 

Us got the mules and just waited. ’Twixt daylight and sunup, us all standing 
there at the gate, and we heared a little fine horn up the road. Us didn’t know 
what it meant coming to the house. And bimeby Mr. Beesley, what live not far 
from Marse Ike, he rode up and had five dogs—five nigger dogs, what they call 
’em—and soon as he come, Marse Ike’s hoss was saddled up, and Marse Ike 
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and him rode off down the road and the dogs with ’em "head of us. Us fol- 
lowed ‘long behind ’em, stay close as they ‘low us, to see what they was up to. 
When they got close to the ginhouse—ginhouse right ’side the road—they stop 
us, and Mr. Beesley told Old Brown to go ahead. Old Brown was the lead dog 
and had a bell on him, and they was fasten together with a rod, just like steers. 
He turn ’em loose, and then he popped the whip and hollered at Old Brown 
and told him, “Nigger.” Old Brown hollered like he hit. He want to go. And 
they was a fence on both sides made it a lane, so he put Old Brown over the 
fence on the ginhouse side and told Brown to “go ahead.” He went ahead and 
run all around the ginhouse, and they let him in the ginroom, and he grabbled 
in the cottonseed in a hole. 

Then somebody holler, “Guinea Jim.” 

I looks and I didn’t see him. Didn’t nobody see him, but they know that’s 
where he been hiding. Mr. Beesley told Old Brown he just fooling him, and 
Old Brown holler again, like he killing him, and Mr. Beesley say, “Go git that 
nigger,” and Old Brown started ’way from there like he hadn’t been hunting 
nothing, but he went around and around that gin, and Mr. Beesley told him 
he had to do better than that or he’d kill him, ’cause he hadn’t come there for 
nothing. 

Brown made a circle around that gin way down to the fence that time, and 
he was so fat he couldn’t git through the fence. You know what sort of fence, 
a rail fence it was. Then he stop and bark for help. Now I seed this with my 
own eyes. They put Brown on top the fence, and he jump ’way out in the road, 
didn’t stay on the fence. He jump and run up and down in the road and 
couldn’t find no scent of Jim. You knows how they used to make them rai! 
fences? 

Well, Brown come back there, and this is the truth, so help me God. He 
bark, look like, for them to lift him back up on the fence, and, bless God, if that 
dog didn’t walk that rail fence like he walking a log, as far as from here to that 
gate yonder, and track Jim just like he was on the ground. He fell off once, 
and they had to put him back, and he run his track right on to where Jim 
jumped off the fence, way out in the road. Old Brown run right across the 
road to the other fence and treed again on t’other side the road toward 
Konkabia. Old Brown walk the fence on that side the road a good piece, just 
like he done on the other side, and them other dogs, he hadn’t never turned 
them loose. 

When Brown he jump off that fence, he jump just as far as he can on the 
field side, like he gwine catch Jim like a gnat or something, and he never stop 
barking no more, just like he jumping a rabbit. Then Mr. Beesley turn them 
other dogs loose that he hadn’t never turned loose, ’cause he say Old Brown 
done got the thing straight. And he had it straight. Them dogs run that track 
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right on down to Konkabia and crossed it to the Blacksher side. They was a 
big old straw field there then, and they cross it and come on through that field, 
all them dogs barking just like they looking at Jim. ’Reckly, they come on Jim 
running with a pine brush tied behind him to drag his scent away, but it didn’t 
bother Old Brown. 

When them dogs ’gin to push him, Jim drap the brush and run back toward 
Konkabia. Now on Konkabia there used to be beavers worse than on Sucar- 
natchee now. They was a big beaver dam ‘twixt the bridge and the Hale place, 
and Jim run to that beaver dam. You know when beavers build they dam, they 
cut down trees and let ’em fall in the creek, and pull in trash and brush same as 
folks, to dam the water up there till it’s knee-deep. The dogs seen him, Old 
Brown looking at him, just fore he jump in ’bove the dam right ’mongst the 
trash and things they'd drug in there. Brown seed him, and he jump in right 
behind him. Jim just dive down under the raff and Jet he nose stick outa the 
water. Every once in a while Jim he put he head down under, he holding to a 
pole down there, and once Mr. Beesley seed him, he just let him stay there. 

Brown would swim bout ’mongst the brush, backwards and forwards, and 
directly Mr. Beesley told Old Brown, “Go git him.” Then all the men got poles 
and dug ’bout in the raff hunting him. They knowed he was there, and Marse 
Ike had a pole gigging around trying to find him too. Then he told Mr. Beesley 
to give him the hatchet and let him fix the pole. He sharpen the pole right 
sharp, then Marse Ike start to gig around with the pole and he kinda laugh to 
hisself, cause he knowed he done found Jim. "Bout that time Jim poke he head 
up and say: “This here me,” and everybody holler. Then he ax ’em please, for 
God’s sake, don’t let them dogs git him. They told him come on out. 

You see, Jim belonged to Miss Mary Lee, Mr. John Lee’s ma, and his pa was 
kilt in the war, so Mr. Beesley was looking out for her. Well, they took Jim 
outa there, and Mr. Beesley whipped him a little and told him: “Jim, you put 
up a pretty good fight, and I’s gwine to give you a start for a run with the dogs.” 

Jim took out towards Miss Mary’s, and Mr. Beesley held Old Brown as long 
as he could. They caught Jim and bit him right smart. You see they had to let 
‘em bite him a little to satisfy the dogs. Jim could have made it, ’cept he was all 
hot and wore out. 


JADE HAD BIG IDEAS 


One night after we had all gone to bed, I heared a noise at the window, and 
when I look up there was a man a-climbing in. He was a nigger. I could tell 
even though I could scarce see him, I knowed he was a nigger. I could hear my 
mistress a-breathing, and the baby was sound asleep too. I started to yell out, 
but I thought that the nigger would kill us, so I just kept quiet. He come in the 
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window, and he see us a-sleeping there, and all of a sudden I knowed who it 
was. “Jade,” I whispers, “what you a-doing here?” He come to my bed and 
put his rough hand over my mouth. 

“Listen you black pickaninny, you tell ’em that you saw me here and I'll kill 
you,” he say. “I throw your hide to the snakes in the swamp. Now shut up.” 

With that he went to the dresser and take. Mistress’ money bag. After that 
he went to the window and climb down the ladder, and I didn’t do nothing but 
shake myself nearly to death from fright. The next day the overseer and the 
pattyrollers went a-searching through the slave quarters, and they found the 
money bag under Jade’s cot. They took him and whupped him for near fifteen 
minutes. We could hear him holler way up at the big house. Jade, he never got 
over that whupping. He died three days later. He was a good nigger, pear to 
me like, and the best blacksmith in the whole county. I kept a-wondering what 
made him want to steal that purse. Then I found out later that he was a-going 
to pay a white man to carry him over the line to the Northern states. Jade just 
had too big ideas for a nigger. I used to see Jade’s ghost a-walking out in the 
garden in the moonlight; sometime he sit on the fence and look at his old 
cabin, then sometimes he stroll off down the cotton field. When the Lord git 
through a-punishing him for a-stealing that money, I guess he won’t make us 
no more visits. He just go right on in heaven. That’s what ghostes is, you know, 
peoples that can’t quite git in heaven, and they had to stroll round little longer 
on the outside repenting. 


THEY DIDN’T GET LUCY OR HER QUARTER 


They say Negroes won’t commit suicide, but Isom told us of a girl that 
committed suicide. ‘There was a girl named Lu who used to run off and go to 
the dances. The patrollers would try to catch her, but they couldn’t because 
she was too fast on her feet. One day they got after her in the daytime. She had 
always outrun them at night. She ran to the cabin and got her quarter which 
she had hid. She put the quarter in her mouth. The white folks didn’t allow the 
slaves to handle no money. The quarter got stuck in her throat, and she went 
on down to the slough and drowned herself rather than let them beat her, and 
mark her up. Them patrollers sure would get you and beat you up. If they 
couldn’t catch you when you were running away from them, they would come 
on your master’s place and get you and beat you. The master would allow them 
to do it. They didn’t let the patroliers come on the Blackshear place, but this 
gal was so hard-headed ‘bout going out that they made a ’ception to her. And 
they intended to make her an example to the rest of the slaves. But they didn’t 
get Lucy. 
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WHY AUNT ADELINE HUNG HERSELF 


She hung herself to keep from getting a whupping. Mother raised her boy. 
She told Mother she would kill herself before she would be whupped. I never 
heard what she was to be whupped for. She thought she would be whupped. 
She took a rope and tied it to a limb and to her neck and then jumped. Her toes 
barely touched the ground. They buried her in the cemetery on the old Ed 
Cotton place. 

BUY YOURSELF FREE 


I was born in Virginia in 1847. My mother was a slave, and my grandfather 
was one of the early settlers in Virginia. He was born in Jamaica, and his master 
took him to England. When the English came to Virginia, they brought us 
along as servants, but when they got here, everybody had slaves, so we was 
slaves, too. My mother was born in the West Indies. 

A man named Martin brought my grandfather here, and we took his name. 
And when Master was ready to die, he made a will, and it said the youngest 
child in the slaves must be made free, so that was my father, and he was made 
free when he was sixteen. That left me and my brothers and sisters all free, 
but all the rest of the family was slaves. 

My mother was a slave near Alexandria. The master’s daughter, Miss 
Liza, read to my mother, so she got some learning. When my mother’s owner 
died, he left her to Miss Liza, and then my father met my mother and told her 
they should get married. My mother said to Miss Liza: “I’d like fine to marry 
Preston Martin.” Miss Liza says, “You can’t do that, ’cause he’s a free nigger 
and your children would be free. You gotta marry one of the slaves.” Then 
Miss Liza lines up ten or fifteen of the slave men for my mother to pick from, 
but Mother says she don’t like any of ’em, she wants to marry Preston Martin. 
Miss Liza argues, but my mother is just stubborn, so Miss Liza says, “I'll talk 
to the master.” He says, “I can’t lose property like that, and if you can raise 
$1,200 you can buy yourself free.” So my mother and my father saves money, 
and it takes a long time, but one day they goes to the master and lays down the 
money, and they gits married. Master don’t like it, but he’s promised and he 
can’t back out. 

HE BOUGHT HIMSELF 


My mother was Amy Van Zandt Moore and was a Tennesseean. My father 
was Henry Moore, and he belonged to a old bachelor named Moore, in Ala- 
bama. Moore freed all his niggers ‘fore ’mancipation except three. They was to 
pay a debt, and my father was Moore’s choice man and was one of the three. He 
bought hisself. He had saved up some money, and when they went to sell him 
he bid $800. The auctioneer cries round to git a raise, but wouldn’t nobody bid 
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on my father ‘cause he was one of Moore’s “free niggers.” My father done say 
after the war he could have buyed hisself for $1.50. So he was a free man fore 
the ’mancipation, and he couldn’t live ’mong the slaves, and he had to have a 
guardian who was ’sponsible for his conduct till after surrender. 


THE BELL AND THE LIGHT 


Most of the slaves didn’t know when they was born, but I did. You see, I 
was born on a Christmas morning—it was in 1840. I was a full-grown man 
when I finally got my freedom. 

Before I got it, though, I helped a lot of others get theirs. Lord only knows 
how many; might have been as much as two-three hundred. It was ’way more 
than a hundred, I know. 

But that all came after I was a young man—grown enough to know a pretty 
girl when I saw one, and to go chasing after her, too. I was born on a plantation 
that belonged to Mr. Jack Tabb in Mason County, just across the river in 
Kentucky. 

Mr. Tabb was a pretty good man. He used to beat us, sure; but not nearly 
so much as others did, some of his own kin people, even. But he was kinda 
funny sometimes; he used to have a special slave who didn’t have nothing to 
do but teach the rest of us—we had about ten on the plantation, and a lot on the 
other plantations near us—how to read and write and figure. Mr. Tabb liked 
us to know how to figure. But sometimes when he would send for us, and we 
would be a long time coming, he would ask us where we had been. If we told 
him we had been learning to read, he would near beat the daylights out of us— 
after getting somebody to teach us|! I think he did some of that so that the other 
owners wouldn’t say he was spoiling his slaves. 

He was funny about us marrying, too. He would let us go a-courting on the 
other plantations near any time we liked, if we were good, and if we found 
somebody we wanted to marry, and she was on a plantation that belonged to 
one of his kinfolks or a friend, he would swap a slave so that the husband and 
wife could be together. Sometimes, when he couldn’t do this, he would let a 
slave work all day on his plantation and live with his wife at night on her 
plantation. Some of the other owners was always talking about his spoiling us. 

He wasn’t a Democrat like the rest of em in the county; he belonged to the 
Know Nothing party, and he was a real leader in it. He used to always be 
making speeches, and sometimes his best friends wouldn’t be speaking to him 
for days at a time. 

Mr. Tabb was always specially good to me. He used to let me go all about— 
I guess he had to; couldn’t get too much work out of me even when he kept 
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me right under his eyes. I learned fast, too, and I think he kinda liked that. He 
used to call Sandy Davis, the slave who taught me, “the smartest nigger in 


Kentucky.” 
It was ‘cause he used to let me go around in the day and night so much that I 


came to be the one who carried the running-away slaves over the river. It was 
funny the way I started it, too. 

I didn’t have no idea of ever getting mixed up in any sort of business like that 
until one special night. I hadn’t even thought of rowing across the river myself. 

But one night I had gone on another plantation courting, and the old woman 
whose house I went to told me she had a real pretty girl there who wanted to 
go across the river, and would I take her? I was scared and backed out in a 
hurry. But then I saw the girl, and she was such a pretty little thing, brown- 
skinned and kinda rosy, and looking as scared as I was feeling, so it wasn’t 
long before I was listening to the old woman tell me when to take her and 
where to leave her on the other side. 

I didn’t have nerve enough to do it that night, though, and I told them to 
wait for me until tomorrow night. All the next day I kept seeing Mr. Tabb 
laying a rawhide across my back, or shooting me, and kept seeing that scared 
little brown girl back at the house, looking at me with her big eyes and asking 
me if I wouldn’t just row her across to Ripley. Me and Mr. Tabb lost, and soon 
as dusk settled that night, I was at the old lady’s house. 

I don’t know how I ever rowed the boat across the river. The current was 
strong, and I was trembling. I couldn’t see a thing there in the dark, but I felt 
that girl’s eyes. We didn’t dare to whisper, so I couldn’t tell her how sure I was 
that Mr. Tabb or some of the others’ owners would tear me up when they 
found out what I had done. I just knew they would find out. 

I was worried, too, about where to put her out of the boat. I couldn’t ride 
her across the river all night, and I didn’t know a thing about the other side. 
I had heard a lot about it from other slaves, but I thought it was just about like 
Mason County, with slaves and masters, overseers and rawhides; and so I just 
knew that if I pulled the boat up and went to asking people where to take her I 
would get a beating or get killed. 

I don’t know whether it seemed like a long time or a short time, now—it’s 
so long ago; I know it was a long time rowing there in the cold and worrying. 
But it was short, too, ’cause as soon as I did get on the other side the big-eyed, 
brown-skin girl would be gone. Well, pretty soon I saw a tall light, and I 
remembered what the old lady had told me about looking for that light and 
rowing to it.I did; and when I got up to it, two men reached down and grabbed 
her. I started trembling all over again, and praying. Then, one of the men took 
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my arm and I just felt down inside of me that the Lord had got ready for me. 
“You hungry, boy?” is what he asked me, and if he hadn’t been holding me, I 
think I would have fell backward into the river. 

That was my first trip; it took me a long time to get over my scared feeling, 
but I finally did, and I soon found myself going back across the river, with two 
and three people, and sometimes a whole boaiload. I got so I used to make three 
and four trips a month. 

What did my passengers look like? I can’t tell you any more about it 
than you can, and you wasn’t there. After that first girl—no, I never did see her 
again—I never saw my passengers. It would have to be the black nights of the 
moon when I would carry them, and I would meet ’em out in the open or in a 
house without a single light. The only way I knew who they were was to ask 
them: “What you say?” And they would answer, “Menare.” I don’t know 
what that word meant—it came from the Bible. I only know that that was the 
password I used, and all of them that I took over told it to me before I took 
them. 

I guess you wonder what I did with them after I got them over the river. 
Well, there in Ripley was a man named Mr. Rankins; I think the rest of his 
name was John. He had a regular “station” there on his place for escaping 
slaves. You see, Ohio was a free state, and once they got over the river from 
Kentucky or Virginia, Mr. Rankins could strut them all around town, and 
nobody would bother ’em. The only reason we used to land ’em quietly at 
night was so that whoever brought ’em could go back for more, and because 
we had to be careful that none of the owners had followed us. Every once in a 
while they would follow a boat and catch their slaves back. Sometimes they 
would shoot at whoever was trying to save the poor devils. 

Mr. Rankins had a regular station for the slaves. He had a big lighthouse in 
his yard, about thirty feet high, and he kept it burning all night. It always 
meant freedom for the slave if he could get to this light. 

Sometimes Mr. Rankins would have twenty or thirty slaves that had run 
away on his place at a time. It must have cost him a whole lot to keep ‘em and 
feed ’em, but I think some of his friends helped him. 

Those who wanted to stay around that part of Ohio could stay, but didn’t 
many of ’em do it, because there was too much danger that you would be 
walking along free one night, feel a hand over your mouth, and be back across 
the river and in slavery again in the morning. And nobody in the world ever 
got a chance to know as much misery as a slave that had escaped and been 
caught. 

So a whole lot of ’em went on North to other parts of Ohio, or to New York, 
Chicago, or Canada. Canada was popular then because all of the slaves thought 
it was the last gate before you got all the way znside of heaven. I don’t think 
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there was much chance for a slave to make a living in Canada, but didn’t many 
of ’em come back. They seem like they rather starve up there in the cold than 
to be back in slavery. 

The army soon started taking a lot of ’em, too. They could enlist in the 
Union army and get good wages, more food than they ever had, and have all 
the little gals waving at °em when they passed. Them blue uniforms was a nice 
change, too. 

No, I never got anything from a single one of the people IJ carried over the 
river to freedom. I didn’t want anything; after I had made a few trips J got to 
like it, and even though I could have been free any night myself, I figured I 
wasn’t getting along so bad so I would stay on Mr. Tabb’s place and help the 
others get free. I did it for four years. 

I don’t know to this day how he never knew what I was doing. I used to 
take some awful chances, and he knew I must have been up to something. I 
wouldn’t do much work in the day, would never be in my house at night, and 
when he would happen to visit the plantation where I had said I was going I 
wouldn’t be there. Sometimes I think he did know and wanted me to get the 
slaves away that way so he wouldn’t have to cause hard feelings by freeing ’em. 

I think Mr. Tabb used to talk a lot to Mr. John Fee. Mr. Fee was a man who 
lived in Kentucky, but Lord! how that man hated slavery! He used to always 
tell us (we never let our owners see us listening to him though) that God didn’t 
intend for some men to be free and some men be in slavery. He used to talk to 
the owners, too, when they would listen to him, but mostly they hated the 
sight of John Fee. 

In the night, though, he was a different man. For every slave who came 
through his place going across the river he had a good word, something to eat 
and some kind of rags, too, if it was cold. He always knew just what to tell you 
to do if anything went wrong, and sometimes I think he kept slaves there on 
his place till they could be rowed across the river. Helped us a lot. 

I almost ran the business in the ground after I had been carrying the slaves 
across for nearly four years. It was in 1863, and one night I carried across about 
twelve on the same night. Somebody must have seen us, because they set out 
after me as soon as I stepped out of the boat back on the Kentucky side; from 
that time on they were after me. Sometimes they would almost catch me. I had 
to run away from Mr. Tabb’s plantation and live in the fields and in the woods. 
I didn’t know what a bed was from one week to another. I would sleep in a 
cornfield tonight, up in the branches of a tree tomorrow night, and buried in 
a haypile the next night. The river, where I had carried so many across myself, 
was no good to me; it was watched too close. 

Finally, I saw that I could never do any more good in Mason County, so I 
decided to take my freedom, too. I had a wife by this time, and one night we 
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quietly slipped across and headed for Mr. Rankins’ bell and light. It looked 
like we had to go almost to China to get across that river. I could hear the bell 
and see the light on Mr. Rankins’ place, but the harder I rowed, the farther 
away it got, and I knew if I didn’t make it I’d get killed. But finally I pulled up 
by the lighthouse and went on to my freedom—just a few months before all of 
the slaves got theirs. I didn’t stay in Ripley, though; I wasn’t taking no chances. 
I went on to Detroit and still live there with most of ten children and thirty-one 
grandchildren. 

The bigger ones don’t care so much about hearing it now, but the little ones 
never get tired of hearing how their grandpa brought emancipation to loads 
of slaves he could touch and feel, but never could see. 


BIRD IN THE AIR 


There am big woods all round, and we sees lots of runawayers. One old fel- 
low, name John, been a runawayer for four years, and the paterollers tries all 
they tricks, but they can’t cotch him. They wants him bad, ’cause it ’spire other 
slaves to run away if he stays a-loose. They sots the trap for him. They know 
he likes good eats, so they ’ranges for a quilting and gives chitlins and lye 
hominy. John comes and am inside when the paterollers rides up to the 
door. Everybody gits quiet, and John stands near the door, and when they 
starts to come in, he grabs the shovel full of hot ashes and throws them into 
the paterollers’ faces. He gits through and runs off, hollering, ‘Bird in the 
air!” 

SAVED 


My mammy she work in the field all day and piece and quilt all night. Then 
she have to spin enough thread to make four cuts for the white folks every 
night. Why, sometime I never go to bed. Have to hold the light for her to see 
by. She have to piece quilts for the white folks, too. Why, they is a scar on my 
arm yet where my brother let the pine drip on me. Rich pine was all the light 
we ever have. My brother was a-holding the pine so’s I can help Mammy tack 
the quilt, and he go to sleep and let it drip. 

I never see how my mammy stand such hard work. She stand up for her 
children though. The old overseer he hate my mammy, ’cause she fight him 
for beating her children. Why, she git more whuppings for that than anything 
else. She have twelve children. I member I see the three oldest stand in the 
snow up to their knees to split rails, while the overseer stand off and grin. 

My mammy she trouble in her heart about the way they treated. Every night 
she pray for the Lord to git her and her children out of the place. One day she 
plowing in the cotton field. All sudden-like she let out a big yell. Then she start 
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singing and a-shouting and a-whooping and a-hollowing. Then it seem she 
plow all the harder. When she come home, Marse Jim’s mammy say: “What all 
that going on the field? You think we send you out there just to whoop and 
yell? No, siree, we put you out there to work, and you sure better work, else we 
git the overseer to cowhide you old black back.” 

My mammy just grin all over her black wrinkled face and say: “I’s saved! 
The Lord done tell me I's saved. Now I know the Lord will show me the way. 
I ain’t gwine-a grieve no more. No matter how much you all done beat me and 
my children, the Lord will show me the way. And some day we never be 
slaves.” Old Granny Moore grab the cowhide and slash Mammy ’cross the 
back, but Mammy never yell. She just go back to the field a-singing. 
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PART FOUR 


A War among the White Folks 


The white folks went off to the war. They said they could whup, but the Lord 
said, “No,” and they didn’t whup. They went off laughing, and many were 
soon crying, and many did not come back. The Yankees come through. They 
took what they wanted, killed the stock, stole the horses, poured out the ’lasses, 
and cut up a lot of meanness. But most of ’em ts dead and gone now. No 
matter whether they were Southern white folks or Northern white folks, they 
1s dead now. 





For the slave, time was divided into “before the war” and “after the war.” 
The “Freedom War” was preluded by strange portents—falling stars, a “great 
comet,” and the “elements all red as blood.” These signs of coming doom fitted 
into the pattern of a divine punishment visited upon the South for the sins of 
slavery. “I often think that the system of paterollers and bloodhounds did more 
to bring on the war and the wrath of the Lord than anything else.” 

Besides the signs in the heavens, there were other indications that slavery was 
dying and that in the final death agony many thousands on both sides would 
“wade knee deep in blood and die first.” The South itself was divided. Some 
were for humanizing slavery; others wanted it abolished, like the Reverend 
Dickey, who was expelled from the church and forced to leave the state for 
preaching freedom for the slaves. Another preacher, a Baptist, had “been 
taught that it was all right to have slaves and treat them like he want to, but he 
been taught it was sinful to go fight and kill to keep them, and he lived up to 
what he been taught.” Miss Lucy’s boy “lay out in the woods all time. He say 
no need in him gitting shot up and killed. He say let the slaves be free.” 

Similarly, the slaves were divided in their attitude toward the Yankees. 
Some, in their ignorance and credulousness, had been deceived and intimidated 
(under threat of punishment or death for giving aid and comfort to the enemy) 
into fearing the invaders as devils and oppressors, with horns on their head and 
one eye in the middle of their forehead. Most of the slaves, however, welcomed 
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their deliverers, who in many cases brought the first news of freedom. In be- 
tween were those who said with an indifference or resentment that had some 
basis in actual conditions but that smacks of white prejudice: “It was a war 
‘mong the white folks. Niggers had no say in it..... Niggers didn’t know what 
the fight was ’bout.” 

Slaves served in both armies, but chiefly as military laborers. Many accom- 
panied their masters as body servants or were drafted for heavy duty, such as 
digging trenches, throwing up breastworks, and repairing bridges. Many fugi- 
tives were pressed into service by the Union forces, and the recruiting of 
Negro soldiers was authorized by federal order on August 25, 1862. Like 
Thomas Cole, they set cannons; guarded supplies; cared for the wounded and 
prisoners; loaded wagons, boxcars, and boats; cleared roads; and built tempo- 
rary bridges. 

On the home front, slaves felt the pinch of hard times and worked harder 
raising food. Even the house women worked in the fields, plowing, hoeing, 
pulling corn and fodder, cutting cordwood, and splitting rails. Slaves also 
suffered the desperate cruelties of fear-maddened masters, some of whom 
threatened to shoot their slaves rather than set them free, or of brutal overseers 
left in charge by masters gone to war or of the latter’s resentful wives, who 
justified whippings by saying: “Your master’s out fighting and losing blood 
trying to save you from them Yankees, so you can get yourn here.” 

A less known but equally arduous war experience was “refugeeing,” or the 
removal of slaves to a safe place by their masters. These long, dramatic treks 
through strange and difficult country were epic journeys, which trained the 
Negroes in migration and afforded them the satisfaction and encouragement 
of seeing their masters run away. 

Looking back on the war as the main crisis in their lives, many slaves 
reckoned their ages by remembering how old they were at surrender. And in 
retrospect many might have echoed the regret that Negroes had not done more 
of the actual fighting: “If every mother’s son of a black had thrown ’way his 
hoe and took up a gun to fight for his own freedom along with the Yankees, 
the war’d been over before it begun.” 
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THEY MADE US SING “DIXIE” 


My old master mean to us. We used to watch for him to come in the big gate, 
then we run and hide. He used to come to the quarters and make us children 
sing. He make us sing “Dixie.” Sometimes he make us sing half a day. Seems 
like “Dixie” his main song. I tell you I don’t like it now. But have mercy. He 
make us sing it. Seems like all the white folks like “Dixie.” I’s glad when he 
went away to war. 





BACK BEFORE BREAKFAST 
I 


I well recollects when my master went to war. He called us all in the kitchen 
and telled us he had to go over there and whip those sons of bitches and would 
be back ‘fore breakfast. He didn’t return for two years. I says, “Master, we sure 
would have waited breakfast on you a long time.” He said, “Yes; they’s the 
hardest sons of bitches to whip I ever had dealings with.” 


II 


When the war come on, the old man Hawkens was dead. His widow had 
three sons, but one was married and off from her home somewhere. All three 
boys went to war. Her married son died in the war. 

One son went to war, but he didn’t want to go. He ask his mother if she 
rather free the Negroes or go to war. She said, “Go fight till you die, it won't 
be nothing but a breakfast spell.” He went but come back on a furlough. He 
spent the rest of the time in a cave he dug down back of the field. He'd slip out 
and come to the house a little while at night. It was in the back woods and 
not very near anybody else. .... Sister Mandy told so many times about carry- 
ing fire in a coffeepot—had a lid and handle—to the son in the cave. She’d go 
across there, a meadow like and a field, calling the sheep for a blind so if the 
cavalry spied her they would think she had a little feed for the sheep. The 
cavalry was close about. It was cold, and the young master would nearly freeze 
in his cave. 


YOU CAN GYT YOURN HERE 


.... Master Sam didn’t never whip me, but Miss Julia whipped me every day 
in the morning. During the war she beat us so terrible. She say, “Your master’s 
out fighting and losing blood trying to save you from them Yankees, so you 
can get yourn here.” Miss Julia would take me by the ears and butt my head 
against the wall. 
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One day whiles Master was gone hunting, Mistress Julia told her brother to 
give Miss Harriet (me) a free whipping, She was a nigger killer. Master 
Colonel Sam come home, and he said, “You infernal sons of bitches, don’t you 
know there is three hundred Yankees camped out here, and iffen they knowed 
you'd whipped this nigger the way you done done, they’d kill all us. Iffen they 
find it out, I'll kill all you all.” Old rich devils! I’m here, but they is gone. 


LEONARD ALLEN 


I was scared of Marse Jordan, and all of the grown niggers was too, ’cept 
Leonard and Burrus Allen. Them niggers wasn’t scared of nothing. If the 
devil hisself had come and shook a stick at them, they’d hit him back. Leonard 
was a big black buck nigger; he was the biggest nigger I ever seed. And Burrus 
was near ’bout as big. And they ’spised Marse Jordan worse’n pizen. 

I was sort of scared of Miss Sally too. When Marse Jordan wasn’t round she 
was sweet and kind, but when he was round she was a yes-sir, yes-sir woman. 
Everything he told her to do she done. He made her slap Mammy one time 
‘cause when she passed his coffee she spilled some in the saucer. Miss Sally hit 
Mammy easy, but Marse Jordan say: “Hit her, Sally, hit the black bitch like she 
zerve to be hit.” Then Miss Sally draw back her hand and hit Mammy in the 
face, pow! then she went back to her place at the table and play like she eating 
her breakfast. Then when Marse Jordan leave, she come in the kitchen and put 
her arms round Mammy and cry, and Mammy pat her on the back, and she 
cry too. I loved Miss Sally when Marse Jordan wasn’t round. 

Marse Jordan’s two sons went to the war; they went all dressed up in they 
fighting clothes. Young Marse Jordan was just like Miss Sally, but Marse 
Gregory was like Marse Jordan, even to the bully way he walk. Young Marse 
Jordan never come back from the war, but ’twould take more than a bullet 
to kill Marse Gregory. He too mean to die anyhow ‘cause the devil didn’t want 
him and the Lord wouldn’t have him. 

One day Marse Gregory come home on a furlough. He think he look pretty 
with his sword clanking and his boots shining. He was a colonel, lieutenant, or 
something. He was strutting round the yard showing off, when Leonard Allen 
say under his breath, “Look at that goddam soldier. He fighting to keep us 
niggers from being free.” 

‘Bout that time Marse Jordan come up. He look at Leonard and say, “What 
you mumbling ‘bout ?” 

That big Leonard wasn’t scared. He say, “I say, ‘Look at that goddam soldier. 
He fighting to keep us niggers from being free.’” 

Marse Jordan’s face begun to swell. It turned so red that the blood near "bout 
bust out. He turned to Pappy and told him to go and bring him his shotgun. 
When Pappy come back, Miss Sally come with him. The tears was streaming 
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down her face. She run up to Marse Jordan and caught his arm. Old Marse 
flung her off and took the gun from Pappy. He leveled it on Leonard and told 
him to pull his shirt open. Leonard opened his shirt and stood there big as a 
black giant, sneering at Old Marse. 

Then Miss Sally run up again and stood ’tween that gun and Leonard. 

Old Marse yell to Pappy and told him to take that woman out of the way, 
but nobody ain’t moved to touch Miss Sally, and she didn’t move neither; she 
just stood there facing Old Marse. Then Old Marse let down the gun. He 
reached over and slapped Miss Sally down, then picked up the gun and shot a 
hole in Leonard’s chest big as your fist. Then he took up Miss Sally and toted 
her in the house. But I was so scared that I run and hid in the stable loft, and 
even with my eyes shut I could see Leonard laying on the ground with that 
bloody hole in his chest and that sneer on his black mouth. 


THE CRACK IN THE WALL 


While Master Jim is out fighting the Yanks, the mistress is fiddling round 
with a neighbor man, Mr. Goldsmith. I is young then, but I knows enough 
that Master Jim’s going be mighty mad when he hears about it. 

The mistress didn’t know I knows her secret, and I’m fixing to even up fer 
some of them whippings she put off on me. That’s why I tell Master Jim next 
time he come home. 

“See that crack in the wall?” Master Jim says, “Yes,” and I say, “It’s just like 
the open door when the eyes are close to the wall.” He peek and see into the 
bedroom. 

“That’s how I find out about the mistress and Mr. Goldsmith,” I tells him, 
and I see he’s getting mad. 

“What do you mean?” And Master Jim grabs me hard by the arm like ] 
was trying to get away. 

“I see them in the bed.” 

That’s all I say. The demon’s got him, and Master Jim tears out of the room 
looking for the mistress. 

Then I hears loud talking and pretty soon the mistress is screaming and 
calling for help, and if Old Master Ben hadn’t drop in just then and stop the 
fight, why, I guess she be beat almost to death, that how mad the master was. 


A WONDERFUL CONSIDERATION 


I had a statement when I was born, but I don’t ’member just now. When the 
war first start, I was water-toter for my master. Well, now, then I want to say 
that my master where I was born in Wilcox County, Alabama, his name was 
Higginbotham. When Mr. Higginbotham die, his son, Mr. Sam Higgin- 
botham, was my young master. When he married, he marry in the Carroll 
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family. My father and mother belong to Mr. Higginbotham. Mr. Sam, he 
move to Louisiana. When he went back to Alabama, he took sick with the 
cholera and die there. Mr. Sam, he marry Miss Caroline Carroll. Later on, 
after Mr. Sam die, Miss Caroline marry Mr. Winn. I become orphan-children 
property. Mr. Winn was the overseer. When I was a small boy I had playtime. 
T always had good owners. When I get bigger I had some time off after work in 
the evenings and on Sundays. Then I want to say I was hired out, and they 
claimed they was going to be a war. The North and the South was going to 
split apart. In 1861 war commence, and my mistress die. I was then staying 
with the Carroll family. The Carrolls were brothers of my owner. Mr. Jim and 
Mr. Robert was soldiers in the war. Mr. Robert was in the infantry, and Mr. 
Jim they took him along to drive. When they was going to Barn Chest [sic], 
Mr. Robert he say to me, “Fay, you go back home and tell Ma she need not be 
uneasy ‘bout me, cause the Yankees is retreating to Natchitoches.” So I driv 
back, but I didn’t put up the team. When I was telling her, it was ‘bout three 
mile over to Mosses Field." When I was telling her, a big cannon shot over- 
head—“Boom!” She just shook and say, “Oh, Fay, git some corn and throw it 
to the hogs and go to Chicet.” I got some corn and start to git out the crib. They 
shot another cannon. She say to me, “Go back and give the corn to the pigs.” 
When I put my feets through the crib door, they shoot another shot, and I pull 
my feets back. She tell me to go back and feed the pigs, but I don’t know if I 
ever git the corn to the pigs. 

Mr. Carroll say that at Mansfield where they was shooting the big guns, the 
ladies was crying. He told ’em they needn’t to cry now; when they was shooting 
the big guns they wasn’t killing men, but when they hear the little guns shoot, 
then they could start crying, ‘cause that mean that men was gitting kill. I 
dunno if you ever parch popcorn, That the way the little guns sound. He say 
that then they could begin crying. Our white people was coming from Shreve- 
port to meet the Yankees from Natchitoches, aiming to go to Shreveport. If 
anything was a wonderful consideration it was then. Mr. Robert Carroll was 
stood up by a big tree there at Mansfield, and the captain, he said, “Is anybody 
here that know the neighborhood?” Here’s the thing they want to know: 
When the soldiers start out, they didn’t want ‘em to launch out and git mix 
up. They sent for Mr. Carroll, ‘cause he live ‘bout a mile away. He was order 
to stand by the tree, and the captain went by waving a sword, and pretty soon 
the captain was killed. They kept on fighting, and after awhile a soldier come 
by and ax what he doing there. He said he had orders to stand there. The 
soldier say that the captain was killed and for him to go and help with the 
wounded soldiers. When the big general come from Shreveport and holler, 
“Chargel” the Yankees git in the corner of a rail fence, They broke right 


* The local name for the tract of land on which the battle of Mansfield was fought, in part. 
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through that field old prairie, and sixty men git killed dead before they git 
across. Next day, coming home, I want to tell you the hosses didn’t lay on this 
side nor on that side. They just squat down, they was dead. I think it was 
a wonderful consideration to bring up in memory. 

One night right where the battle was fought we had to camp. It was raining 
and sleeting and snowing. I said, “What you going to do tonight?” Mr. James 
Carroll said, “We just have to stand where we camp. Just stack the guns and 
put out what you call the watchman.” I said, “Sentinel?” and he said, “Yes.” 
They had what you call the relief. They wasn’t in bed, they was out under a 
tree in the cold. Every hour they’d walk ’em out ‘long a runway to walk guard. 
It was a wonderful distressing time. The soldiers had a little song they sung: 

Eat when you're hungry, 
Drink when you're dry. 


Iffen a tree don’t kill you, 
You'll live till you die. 


This was ‘cause they had to stand under trees, and when the Yankees shoot 
cannon they'd knock off limbs and tops of trees and them under the trees might 
git kill from the falling branches. Another song was: 

It was on the eighth of April 
They all ’member well, 


When fifes and drums were beating 
For us all to march away. 


....1 didn’t quite git through "bout the Mansfield battle. Them sixty men 
that was killed, they just dig a big hole and put ’em in and threw dirt on ‘em. 
I went back after two or three days, and the bodies done swell and crack the 
ground. Master’s plantation coming from Shreveport was on the east side of 
Mosses Field. We was ’bout one and a half or two mile from Mosses Field. I 
wasn’t acquaint with many whites ’cause I was with the Carrolls, and they was 
always kind. I heard they was people this way and that, but I don’t know ‘bout 
that. My white folks see that I was not abused. When news of the surrender 
come, lots of colored folks seem to be rejoicing and sing, “I’s free, I’s free as a 
frog,” ’cause a frog had freedom to git on a log and jump off when he please. 
Some just stayed on with their white folks. One time they say they send all the 
niggers back to Africa. I say they never git me. I been here, and my white 
folks been here, and here I going to stay. My young master say he want me for 
a nigger driver, so he teach me hov: to read and spell so I could tend to busi- 
ness. In time of the war Miss Caroline say the soldiers been there and take the 
best hoss. They sent me off with Ball, a little hoss. When I come back, I meet 
some soldiers. They say they going take the hoss; if they don’t the Yankees 
come take ’em. I tell ’em they done got Master Carroll’ other hoss, to leave this 
one. They say, “Git down, I going give you a few licks anyhow.” I fall down, 
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but they never hit me, and they say, “Maybe that Mr. Carroll whose hoss we 
took let this boy go on with the hoss.” Miss Caroline say she wish she’d let me 
take Dandy; that was the best hoss. 


I WISHED I NEVER RUN OFF 


Massa Cole....die. Missy Cole, she moves to Huntsville, in Alabama. But 
she leave me on the plantation, ’cause I’m big and stout then. She takes my 
mother to cook, and that the last time I ever seed my mother. Missy Cole buys 
the fine house in Huntsville. My mother tells me to be good and do all the 
overseer tells me. I told her goodbye, and she never did git to come back to see 
me, and I never seed her and my brother and sister ’gain. I don’t know whether 
they am sold or not. 

I thinks to myself, that Mr. Anderson, the overseer, he’ll give me that cat-o’- 
nine-tails the first chance he gits, but makes up my mind he won’t git the 
chance, ’cause I’s gwine run off the first chance I gits. I didn’t know how to git 
out of there, but I’s gwine North where there ain’t no slaveowners. In a year or 
so there am ‘nother overseer, Mr. Sandson, and he give me the log house and 
the gal to do my cooking and such. There am war talk, and we ’gins gwine to 
the field earlier and staying later. Corn am haul off, cotton am haul off, hogs 
and cattle am rounded up and haul off, and things ’gins looking bad. The war 
am on, but us don’t see none of it. But ’stead of eating corn bread, us eats bread 
out of kafhir corn and maize. We raises lots of okra, and they say it gwine be 
parch and grind to make coffee for white folks. That didn’t look good either. 
That winter, ’stead of killing three or four hundred hogs like we always done 
before, we only done one killing of a hundred seventy-five, and they not all big 
ones, neither. When the meat supply runs low, Mr. Sandson sends some slaves 
to kill a deer or wild hogs or just any kind of game. He never sends me in any 
them bunches, but I hoped he would, and one day he calls me to go and says 
not to go off the plantation too far but be sure bring home some meat. This the 
chance I been wanting, so when we gits to the hunting ground the leader says 
to scatter out, and I tells him me and ‘nother man goes north and make the 
circle round the river and meet ’bout sundown. I crosses the river and goes 
north. I’s gwine to the free country, where they ain’t no slaves. I travels all that 
day and night up the river and follows the North Star. Several times I thunk 
the bloodhounds am trailing me, and I gits in the big hurry. I’s so tired I 
couldn’t hardly move, but I gits in a trot. 

I’s hoping and praying all the time I meets up with that Harriet Tubman 
woman. She the colored woman what takes slaves to Canada. She always 
travels the underground railroad, they calls it, travels at night and hides out in 
the day. She sure sneaks them out the South, and I thinks she’s the brave 


woman. 
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I eats all the nuts and kills a few swamp rabbits and cotches a few fish. I 
builds the fire and goes off ’bout half a mile and hides in the thicket till it 
burns down to the coals, then bakes me some fish and rabbit. I’s shaking all the 
time, 'fraid I’d git cotched, but I’s nearly starve to death. I puts the rest the fish 
in my cap and travels on that night by the North Star and hides in a big thicket 
the next day, and along evening I hears guns shooting. I sure am scared this 
time, sure ‘nough. I’s scared to come in and scared to go out, and while I’s 
standing there, I hears two men say, “Stick you hands up, boy. What you 
doing?” I says, “Uh-uh-uh, I dunno. You ain’t gwine take me back to the 
plantation, is you?” They says, “No. Does you want to fight for the North?” 
I says I will, ‘cause they talks like Northern men. Us walk night and day and 
gits in General Rosecrans’ camp, and they thunk I’s the spy from the South. 
They asks me all sorts of questions and says they'll whip me if I didn’t tell them 
what I’s spying ’bout. Finally they ‘lieves me and puts me to work helping with 
the cannons. I feels portant then, but I didn’t know what was in front of me, or 
I '’spects I’d run off ’gain. 

I helps sot them cannons on this Chickamauga Mountain, in hiding places. 
I has to go with a man and wait on him and that cannon. First thing I knows— 
bang! bang! boom!—things has started, and guns am shooting faster than you 
can think, and I looks round for the way to run. But them guns am shooting 
down the hill in front of me and shooting at me, and over me and on both sides 
of me. I tries to dig me a hole and git in it. All this happen right now, and 
first thing I knows, the man am kicking me and wanting me to holp him keep 
that cannon loaded. Man, I didn’t want no cannon, but I has to help anyway. 
We fit till dark, and the Rebels got more men than us, so General Rosecrans 
sends the message to General Woods to come help us out. When the messenger 
slips off, I sure wish it am me slipping off, but I didn’t want to see no General 
Woods. I just wants to git back to that old plantation and pick more cotton. 
I’d been willing to do ’most anything to git out that mess, but I done told 
General Rosecrans I wants to fight the Rebels, and he sure was letting me do 
it. He wasn’t just letting me do it, he was making me do it. I done got in there, 
and he wouldn’t let me out. 

White folks, there was men laying wanting help, wanting water, with bluod 
running out them and the top or sides their heads gone, great big holes in 
them. I just promises the good Lord if He just let me git out that mess, I 
wouldn’t run off no more, but I didn’t know then He wasn’t gwine let me out 
with just that battle. He gwine give me plenty more, but that battle ain’t over 
yet, for next morning the Rebels ’gins shooting and killing lots of our men, 
and General Woods ain’t come, so General Rosecrans orders us to ‘treat and 
didn’t have to tell me what he said, neither. The Rebels comes after us, 
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shooting, and we runs off and leaves that cannon what I was with setting on the 
hill, and I didn’t want that thing nohow. 

We kept hotfooting till we gits to Chattanooga, and there is where we stops. 
Here comes one them Rebel generals with the big bunch of men and gits right 
on top of Lookout Mountain, right clost to Chattanooga, and wouldn’t let us 
out. I don’t know just how long, but a long time. Lots our hosses and mules 
starves to death, and we eats some the hosses. We all like to starve to death 
ourselves. Chattanooga is in the bend the Tennessee River, and on Lookout 
Mountain, on the east, am them Rebels and could keep up with everything 
we done. After a long time a General Thomas gits in some way. He finds the 
rough trail or wagon road round the mountain ‘long the river, and supplies 
and men comes by boat up the river to this place and comes on into Chat- 
tanooga. More Union men kept coming, and I guess maybe six or eight gen- 
erals, and they gits ready to fight. It am ‘long late in fall or early winter. 

They starts climbing this steep mountain, and when us gits three-fourths the 
way up it am foggy, and you couldn’t see no place. Everything wet and the 
rocks am slick, and they ’gins fighting. I ’spects some shoots their own men, 
‘cause you couldn’t see nothing, just men running and the guns roaring. 
Finally them Rebels fled, and we gits on Lookout Mountain and takes it. 

There a long range of hills leading ‘way from Lookout Mountain, nearly to 
Missionary Ridge. This ridge ‘longside the Chickamauga River, what am the 
Indian name, meaning “River of Death.” They fights the Rebels on Orchard 
Knob Hill, and I wasn’t in that, but I’s in the Missionary Ridge battle. We has 
to come out the timber and run ’cross a strip or opening up the hill. They sure 
kilt lots our men when we runs ’cross that opening. We runs for all we’s worth 
and uses guns or anything we could. The Rebels turns and runs off, and our 
soldiers turns the cannons round what we’s capture and kilt some the Rebels 
with their own guns. 

I never did git to where I wasn’t scared when we goes into the battle. This 
the last one I’s in, and I’s sure glad, for I never seed the like of dead and 
wounded men. We picks them up, the Rebels like the Unions, and doctors them 
the best we could. When I seed all that suffering, I hopes I never lives to see 
‘nother war. They say the World War am worse, but I’s too old to go. 

I sure wished lots of times I never run off from the plantation. I begs the 
General not to send me on any more battles, and he says I’s the coward and 
sympathizes with the South. But I tells him I just couldn’t stand to see all them 
men laying there dying and hollering and begging for help and a drink of 
water and blood everywhere you looks. Killing hogs back on the plantation 
didn’t bother me none, but this am different. 

Finally, the General tells me I can go back to Chattanooga and guard the 
supplies in camp there and take care the wounded soldiers and prisoners. A 
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bunch of men is with me, and we has all we can do. We gits the orders to send 
supplies to some general, and it my job to help load the wagons or boxcars or 
boats. A train of wagons leaves sometimes. We gits all them supplies by boat, 
and Chattanooga am the ’stributing center. When winter comes, everybody 
rests awhile and waits for spring to open. The Union general sends in some 
more colored soldiers. There ain’t been many colored men, but the last year 
the war there am lots. The North and the Couth am taking anything they can 
git to win the war. 

When spring breaks and all the snow am gone and the trees ’gins putting 
out and everything ’gins to look pretty and peaceable-like, making you think 
you ought to be plowing and planting a crop, that when the fighting starts all 
over ‘gain, killing men and burning homes and stealing stock and food. Then 
they sends me out to help clear roads and build temporary bridges. We walks 
miles on muddy ground, ’cross rivers, wading water up to our chins. We builds 
rafts and pole bridges to git the mules and hosses and cannons ‘cross, and up 
and down hills, and cuts roads through timber. 

But when they wants to battle, General Thomas always leaves me in camp 
to tend to supplies. He calls me a coward, and I sure glad he thunk I was. I 
wasn’t no coward, I just couldn’t stand to see all them people tore to pieces. 
I hears ’bout the battle in a thick forest and the trees big as my body just shot 
down. I seed that in the Missionary Ridge battle, too. 

I shifts from one camp to ’nother and finally gits back to Chattanooga. I bet 
during my time I handles ’nough ammunition to kill everybody in the whole 
United States. I seed most the mainest generals in the Union army and some in 


the Rebel army. 
WE WERE CONFEDERATES 


....Us was Confederates all the while, leastwise 1] means my mammy and 
my pappy and me and all the rest of the children, ‘cause Old Marse was, and 
Marse Jeff woulda fit em too and me with him iffen we had been old enough. 

But the Yankees, they didn’t know that we was Confederates. They just 
reckon we like ’most all the rest of the niggers. Us was scared of them Yankees, 
though, ‘cause us children course didn’t know what they was, and the over- 
seer, Jim Lynch, he done told us little-uns that a Yankee was something what 
had one great big horn on he head and just one eye and that right in the middle 
of he breast. And, boss, I sure was surprised when I seen a sure ’nough Yankee 
and see he was a man just like any of the rest of the folks. 

The war tore up things right sharp, yet and still it wasn’t so bad here in 
Arkansas as I hear folks tell it was back in the older states like Tennessee, 
Alabama, and Georgia. The best I recollect the Yankees come in here ‘bout July 
of the year, and they had a big scrap in Helena with ’em, and us could hear 
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the cannons fifteen miles off. And then they would make their trips out for- 
aging for stuff—corn and such—and they would take all the cotton they could 
find. But our mens, they would hide the cotton in the thickets and canebrakes 
iffen they had time, or either they would burn it up fore the Yankees come if 
they could. I ‘member one day we had on hand ’bout hundred bales at the gin, 
and a white man come with orders to the overseer to pet rid of it. So they 
started to hauling it off to the woods, and they hauled off ’bout fifty bales, and 
then they see they wasn’t going to have time to git the rest to the woods, and 
then they commenced cutting the ties on the bales so they could set fire to them 
that they hadn’t hid yet. And "bout that time here come one of Mr. Tom Cas- 
teel’s niggers just a-flying on a mule with a letter to the white man. Mr. Tom 
Casteel, he had he place just up the river from us, on the island, and when he 
gived the letter to the man and the man read it, he said, “The Yankees is com- 
ing!” and he lit out for the river where the boat was waiting for him and got 
‘way. And there was all that loose cotton on the ground, and us was scared to 
set fire to the cotton then. And ’bout that time the Yankees arrive and say, 
“Don’t you burn that cotton!” And they looked all over the place and find the 
bales that was hid in the woods. And the next day they come and haul it off, and 
they say us niggers can have that what the ties been cut on. And my mammy, 
she set to work and likewise the other women what the Yankees say can have 
the loose cotton, and tie up all they can in bags. And after that us sold it to the 
Yankees in Helena for a dollar a pound, and that was all the money us had for 
a long time. 

Howsomever, us all lived good ’cause there was heap of wild hogs and pos- 
sums and such, and we had hid a heap of corn and us did fine. Sometimes the 
war boats, they would pass on the river—that is, the Yankee boats—and us 
would hide ‘hind the trees and bushes and see them pass. We wouldn’t let them 
see us, though, ’cause we thought they would shoot. Heap and heap of times 
soldiers would come by us place. When the Yankees’d come, they would ax 
my mammy, “Aunt Mary, is you seen any Secesh today?” And Mammy, she’d 
say, “No, sir,” even iffen she had seen some of us mens. But when our soldiers’d 
come and say, “Aunt Mary, is you seen ary Yankee round here recent?” she’d 
always tell them the truth. They was a bunch of us soldiers, that is, the Con- 
federates, what used to stay round in the community constant, that we knowed, 
but they always had to be on the dodge ’cause there was so many more Yan- 
kees than them. 

Some of these men I ‘member good ’cause they was us closest neighbors and 
some of them lived on ‘jining places. There was Mr. Lum Shell, Mr. Tom 
Stoneham, Mr. Bob Yabee, Mr. Henry Rabb, and Mr. Tom Casteel. Them I 
’member well ‘cause they come to us cabin right often, and Mammy, she’d cook 
for em. And then after the niggers git they freedom, they could leave the place 
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any time they choose. And every so often Mammy’d go to Helena, and gen- 
erally she took me with her to help tote the things she git there. Old Mr. 
Cooledge, he had the biggest and ’bout the onliest store that there was in Helena 
and generally at that time. Mr. Cooledge, he was a old-like gentleman and had 
everything ’most in the store—boots, shoes, tobacco, medicine, and so on. 
Course couldn’t no person go in and outen Helena at that time—that is, during 
war days, ’outen they had a pass and the Yankee soldier that writ the passes 
was named Buford. And he is the one what us always git our passes from for 
to git in and out. And ’twasn’t so long ’fore Mr. Buford, he git to know my 
mammy right well and call her by her name. He, just like all the white mens, 
knowed her as “Aunt Mary,” but him nor none of the Yankees knowed that 
Mammy was a Confederate. And that’s something I will tell you, boss. 

These soldiers that I is just named and that was us neighbors, they'd come to 
our cabin sometimes and say, “Aunt Mary, we want you to go to Helena for 
us and git some tobacco, and mebbe some medicine, and so on, and we gwine 
write Old Man Cooledge a note for you to take with you.” And Mammy, she’d 
git off for town walking and ’d git the note to Old Man Cooledge. Old Man 
Cooledge, you see, boss, he sided with the Confederates, too, but he didn’t let 
on that he did, but all the Confederate soldiers round there in the country, 
they knowed they could ’pend on him. And when my mammy’d take the note 
in to Old Man Cooledge, he'd fx Mammy up in some of them big wide hoop 
skirts and hide the things ‘neath the skirts that the men sont for. Then she and 
sometimes me with her, us would light out for home, and course we always had 
our pass, and they knowed us and we easy git by the pickets and git home with 
the goods for those soldier men what sont us. 
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WE'VE COME TO SET YOU FREE 


I say, “Master, who is them soldiers?” And he say to me, “They’s the Yankees, 
come to try to take you away from me.” And I say, “Looks like to me, Master, 
iffen they wants to take us, they'd ask you for us.” Master laughed and say, 
“Boy, them fellers don’t axes with words. They does all they talking with 
cannons.” 
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BLUE VEINS ON THEIR BELLIES 


I ’member when the war started in 1861, my mammy hired me out to Mrs. 
Brewer, and she used to git after me and say, “You better do that good or I'll 
whip you. My husband gone to war now on account of you niggers, and it’s a 
pity you niggers ever been, ‘cause he may get killed and I'll never see him 
again.” 

I ‘member seeing General Bragg’s men and General Steele and General 
Marmaduke. Had a fight down at Mark’s Mill. We just lived six miles from 
there. Seen the Yankees coming by along the big public road. The Yankees 
whipped and fought ‘em so strong they didn’t have time to bury the dead. We 
could see the buzzards and carrion crows. ] used to hear Old Mistress say, 
“There goes the buzzards, done et all the meat off.” I used to go to mill, and 
we could see the bones. Used to get out and look at their teeth. No ma’am, I 
wasn't scared, the white boys was with me..... 

After a battle when the dead soldiers was laying around and didn’t have on 
no uniform ’cause some of the other soldiers took ’em, I’ve heard the old folk 
what knowed say you could tell the Yankees from the Rebels ’cause the 
Yankees had blue veins on their bellies and the Rebels didn’t. 


YANKEES HAVE HORNS 


Old Miss was name Miss Liza. She scared to stay by herself after Old Master 
died. I was took to be her companion. Every day she wanted me to brush her 
long hair and bathe her feet in cool water; she said I was gentle and didn’t 
never hurt her. One day I was a-standing by the window, and I seen smoke— 
blue smoke a-rising over beyond a woods. I heared cannons a-booming and 
axed her what was it. She say: “Run; Mittie, and hide yourself. It’s the Yanks. 
They’s coming at last, oh, Lordy!” I was all excited and told her I didn’t want 
to hide, I wanted to see ‘em. “No,” she say, right firm. “Ain’t I always told you 
Yankees has horns on their heads? They'll get you. Go on now, do like I tells 
you.” So I runs out the room and went down by the big gate. A high wall was 
there, and a tree put its branches right over the top. I clumb up and hid under 
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the leaves. They was coming, all a-marching. The captain opened our big gate 
and marched them in. A soldier seen me and said, “Come on down here; I want 
to see you.” I told him I would, if he would take off his hat and show me his 
— FATHER DID A BOLD THING 

The Yankees used to come looking for horses. One time Master Archie had 
sent the horses off by one of the colored slaves, who was to stay at his wife’s 
house and hide them in the thicket. During the night, Mother hears Archie 
Hays hollering. She went out to see what was the matter. The Yankees had old 
Archie Hays out and had guns poked at his breast. He was hollering, “No, sir, 
I don’t.” And Mother came and said, “Reuben, get up and go tell them he don’t 
know where the horses is.” 

Father got up and did a bold thing. He went out and said, “Wait, gentlemen, 
he don’t know where the horses is, but if you'll wait till tomorrow morning, 
he’ll send a man to bring them in.” I don’t know how they got word to him, 
but he brought them in the next morning and the Yankees taken them off. 


WHEN DADDY LOCKED MASTER IN THE SMOKEHOUSE 


When the Yankees come to see iffen they had done turn us a-loose, I am a 
nine-year-old nigger gal. That make me about eighty-one now. They prom- 
enade up to the gate, and the drum say a-dr-um-m-m-m-m, and the man in the 
blue uniform he git down to open the gate. Old Massa he see them coming, 
and he runned in the house and grab up the gun. When he come hustling down 
off the gallery, my daddy come running. He seed Old Massa too mad to know 
what he a-doing, so quicker than a chicken could fly he grab that gun and 
wrastle it outen Old Massa’s hands. Then he push Old Massa in the smoke- 
house and lock the door. He ain’t do that to be mean, but he want to keep 
Old Massa outen trouble. Old Massa know that, but he beat on the door and 
yell, but it ain’t git open till them Yankees done gone. 


APPLES FOR THE YANKEES, STOCK FOR THE MASTER 


Of course I ‘member the war. Us chaps, both niggers and white, was made to 
go upstairs in the big house and look out the window to see the soldiers when 
they come. We heard the Yankees marching before they got there, but they 
come from the other side of the house, facing south toward Caldwells, and we 
didn’t see them marching in. They stopped at our house and looked around 
and asked if Master was at home. ‘“’e told him that he wasn’t there. We was 
eating apples, and they asked us where we got ‘em. We told them that we got 
the apples on the place, and they asked us for some. We give them some apples; 
then they left. Marse had carried his fine stock about a mile off in the woods so 
the soldiers couldn't find them; but we didn’t tell the soldiers. 


205 


MOTHER AND THE YANKEE SOLDIER 


...- Mother had lots of nice things, quilts and things, and kept ’em in a chest 
in her little old shack. One day a Yankee soldier climbed in the back window 
and took some of the quilts. He rolled em up and was walking out of the yard 
when Mother saw him and said, “Why, you nasty, stinking rascal! You say you 
come down here to fight for the niggers, and now you're stealing from ’em.” 
He said, “You're a goddam liar. I’m fighting for $14 a month and the Union.” 


ALL RIGHT IN THEIR PLACE 


J suppose them Yankees was all right in their place,....but they never 
belong in the South. Why, Miss, one of °em ax me what was them white 
flowers in the field. You’d think that a gentleman with all them decorations 
on hisself woulda knowed a field of cotton. And as for they a-setting me free! 
Miss, us niggers on the Bennett place was free as soon as we was born. I 
always been free. 


MISS MARY’S FEATHER BED 


My mistress took me down to the spring back of the house. Down there it 
was a holler treestump, taller’n you is. She tell me to clamb up to the top of 
that holler tree, then she hand me a big heavy bundle, all wropped up and tied 
tight. It sure was heavy! Then she say: “Drap it in, Cheney.” I didn’t know 
then what she’s up to, but that was the silver and jewelry she was hiding. 

....1’s setting there in the loomroom, and Mr. Thad Watt’s little gal, Louise, 
she’s standing at the window. She say: “O-o-h! Nannie! Just look down yon- 
der!” “Baby, what is that?” I says. “Them’s the Yankees coming!” “God help 
us!” I says, and before I can catch my breath, the place is covered. You couldn't 
stir em up with a stick. Feets sounded like muttering thunder. Them bayonets 
stick up like they just setting on the mouth of they guns. They swords hang- 
ing on they sides, singing a tune whilst they walk. A chicken better not pass by. 
Iffen he do, off come his head! 

When they pass on by me, they pretty nigh shook me outa my skin. “Where’s 
the mens?” they say and shake me up. “Where’s the arms?” They shake me 
till my eyeballs loosen up. “Where’s the silver?” Lord! Was my teeths drapping 
out? They didn’t give me time to catch my breath. All the time, Miss Mary 
just look ’em in the eye and say nothing! 

They took them Enfield rifles, half as long as that door, and bust in the 
smokehouse window. They jack me up offen my feet and drag me up the 
ladder and say: “Git that meat out.” I kept on throwing out Miss Mary’s hams 
and sausages till they holler, “Stop.” I come backing down that ladder like a 
squirrel, and I ain’t stop backing till I reach Miss Mary. 
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Yes, Lord! Them Yankees loaded up a wagon full of meat and took the 
whole barrel of ‘lasses! Taking that ‘lasses kilt us children! Our mainest ’muse- 
ment was making ’lasses candy. Then us cakewalk round it. Now that was all 
gone. Look like them soldiers had to sharpen they swords on everything in 
sight. The big crepe mullen bush by the parlor window was blooming so pink 
and pretty, and they just stood there and whack off them blooms like folks’ 
heads drapping on the ground. 

I seed the sergeant when he run his bayonet clean through Miss Mary’s 
bestest feather bed and rip it slam open! With that, a wind blowed up and 
took them feathers every whichaway for Sunday. You couldn’t see where you’s 
at. The sergeant, he just throwed his head back and laugh fit to kill hisself. 
Then first thing next, he done suck a feather down his windpipe. Lord, honey, 
that white man sure struggled. Them soldiers throwed water in his face. They 
shook him and beat him and roll him over, and all the time he’s getting 
limberer and bluerer. Then they jack him up by his feets and stand him on his 
head. Then they pump him up and down. Then they shook him till he spit. 
Then he come to. 

They didn’t cut no more mattresses. And they didn’t cut nothing much up 
in the parlor, ’cause that’s where the lieutenant and the sergeant slept. But 
when they left the next day, the whole place was strewed with mutilation. 


SHERMAN’S MEN 
I 


Sherman’s army came through there looking for Jeff Davis, and they told 
me that they wasn’t fighting any more—that I was free. 

They said, “You ain’t got no master and no mistress.” They et dinner there. 
All the old folks went upstairs and turned the house over to me and the cook. 
And they et dinner. One of them said, “My little man, bring your hat round 
now and we are going to pay you,” and they passed the hat round and give me 
a hat full of money. I thought it wasn’t no good, and I carried it and give it 
to my old mistress, but it was good. 

They asked me if I had ever seen Jeff Davis. I said, “No.” Then they said, 
“That’s him sitting there.” He had on a black dress and a pair of boots and a 
mantilla over his shoulders and a Quaker bonnet and a black veil. 

They got up from the dining tavle, and Sherman ordered them to “Recover 
arms.” He had on a big black hat full of eagles, and he had stars and stripes 
all over him. That was Sherman’s artillery. They had mules with pots and 
skillets, and frying pans, and axes, and picks, grubbing hoes, and spades, and 
so on, all strapped on those mules. And the mules didn’t have no bridles, but 
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they went on just as though they had bridles, One of the Yanks started a song 
when he picked up his gun. 

Here's my little gun, 

His name is number one. 

Four and five rebels, 

We'll slay em as they come. 

Join the band. 

The rebels understand. 

Give up all the land 

To my brother Abraham. 

Old General Lee, 

Who is he? 

He’s not such a man 

As our General Grant. 

Snap Poo, Snap Peter, 

Real rebel eater. 

I left my ply stock 

Standing in the mould. 

I left my family 

And silver and gold. 

Snap Poo, Snap Peter, 

Real rebel eater, 

Snap Poo, Snap Peter. 

And General Sherman gave the command, “Silence!” and “Silence!” roared 

one man, and it rolled all down the line, “Silence, silence, silence, silence.” 


And they all got silent. 
II 


I saw all of Wheeler’s cavalry. Sherman come through first. He came and 
stayed all night. Thousands and thousands of soldiers passed through during 
the night. Cooper Cuck was with them. He was a fellow that used to peddle 
around in all that country before the war. He went all through the South and 
learned everything. Then he joined up with the Yankees. He come there. 
Nobody seen him that night. He knowed everybody knowed him. He went 
and hid under something somewhere. He was under the hill at daybreak, but 
nobody seen him. When the last of the soldiers was going out in the morning, 
one fellow lagged behind and rounded a corner. Then he galloped a little ways 
and motioned with his arms. Cooper Cuck come out from under the hill, and 
he and Cooper Cuck both came back and stole everything that they could lay 
their hands on—all the gold and silver that was in the house, and everything 
they could carry. 

Wheeler's cavalry was about three days behind Sherman. They caught up 
with Sherman, but it would have been better if they hadn’t, ’cause he whipped 
‘em and drove ‘em back and went right on. They didn’t have much fighting in 
my country. They had a little scrimmage once—thirty-six men was all they 
was in it. One of the Yankees got lost from his company. He come back and 
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inquired the way to Louisville. The old boss pointed the way with his left 
hand, and while the fellow was looking that way, he drug him off his horse 
and cut his throat and took his gun offen him and killed him. 

Sherman’s men stayed one night and left. I mean, his officers stayed. We had 
to feed them. They didn’t pay nothing for what they was fed. The other men 
cooked and ate their own grub. They took every horse and mule we had. I 
was sitting beside my old missus. She said: “Please don’t let em take all our 
horses.” 

The fellow she was talking to never looked around. He just said, “Every 
damn horse goes.” 

The Yankees took my Uncle Ben with them when they left. He didn’t stay 
but a couple of days. They got in a fight. They give Uncle Ben five horses, five 
sacks of silverware, and five saddles. The goods was taken in the fight. Uncle 
Ben brought it back with him. The boss took all that silver away from him. 
Uncle Ben didn’t know what to do with it. The Yankees had taken all my 
master’s, and he took Ben’s. Ben give it to him. He come back ’cause he wanted 
to. 

When Wheeler's cavalry came through, they didn’t take nothing—nothing 
but what they et. I heard a fellow say, “Have you got anything to eat?” 

My mother said, “I ain’t got nothing but some chitlins.” 

He said, “Gimme some of those. I love chitlins.” 

Mother gave ’em to me to carry to him. I didn’t get halfway to him Lefore 
the rest of the men grabbed me and took ’em away from me and et ’em up. 
The man that asked for them didn’t get a one. 


AGGRAVATING THE YANKEES 


Well, when they started off fighting at Murfreesboro, it was a continual 
roar. The tin pans in the cupboard rattle all time. It was distressful. The house 
shaking all time. All our houses jar. The earth quivered. It sound like the 
Judgment. Nobody felt good. Both sides foraging, one bad as the other, hun- 
gry, gitting everything you put ’way to live on. That’s war. I found out all bout 
what it was. Lady, it ain’t nothing but hell on this earth. 

I told you I was ten miles from the war and how it roared and ’bout how the 
cannons shook the earth. There couldn’t be a chicken nor a goose nor a ear of 
corn to be found ’bout our place. It was such hard times. It was both sides 
come git what you had. Whole heap of Yankees come in their blue suits and 
caps on horses up the lane. They was hunting horses. They done got every 
horse and colt on the place ’cepting one old mare, mother of all the stock they 
had on the place. Young mistress had a fuss ’bout her and led her up the steps 
and put her in the house. 

Then when they started to leave, one old Yankee set the corner of the house 


209 


on fire. We all got busy then, white folks and darkies both carrying water to 
put it out. We got it out, but while we doing that, mind out, they went down 
the lane to the road by the duck pond we had dug out. One old soldier spied 
a goose setting in the grass. She been so scared she never come to the house no 
more. Nobody knowed there was one on our place. He took his javelin and 
stuck it through her back. She started hollering and fluttering till the horses, 
nearly all of ‘em, started running and some of ’em bucking. We got the fire 
‘bout out. We couldn’t help laughing, it look so funny. I been busting I was so 
mad ’cause they tried take Old Beck. Three of ’em horses throwed ’em. They 
struck out cross the Jimson weeds and down through the corn patch trying 
to head off their horses. Them horses throwed ’em sprawling. That was the 
funniest sight I ever seed. 

We got our water out of a cave. It was good cold limestone water. We had 
a long pole and a rope with a bucket on the end. We swing the pole round, let 
it down, then pull it back and tie it. They go to the other end and git the 
bucket of water. I toted bout all the water to both places what they used. One 
day I going to the cave after water. I had a habit of throwing till I got to be 
pretty exact ‘bout hitting. I spied a hornets’ nest in a tree long the lane. I 
knowed them soldiers be ‘long back for something else, pillaging "bout. It 
wasn’t long, sure ‘nough, they come back and went up to the house. 

I got a pile of rocks in my hands. I hid down in the hazel-nut bushes. When 
they come by galloping, I throwed and hit that big old hornets’ nest. The way 
they piled out on them soldiers. You could see em fighting far as you could 
see ’em with their blue caps. The horses running and bucking. I lit out to the 
house to see what else they carried off. 

I told Marse White ’bout how I hit that hornets’ nest with the first rock I 
throwed. He scolded me, for he said if they had seen me they would killed me. 
It scared him. He said, “Don’t do no more capers like that.” That old hornets’ 
nest soon come down. It was big as a water bucket. Marse White call me “Son 
boy.” I told him what terrible language they used, and ’bout some of the 
horses going over the lane fence. It was made outa rails piled up. Marse White 
sure was glad they didn’t see me. He kept on saying, “Son boy, they would 
killed you right on the spot. Don’t do nothing to ’em to aggravate ’em.” 

It look like we couldn’t make a scratch on the ground nowhere the soldiers 
couldn’t find it. We had a ash hopper setting all time. We made our soap and 
lye hominy. They took all our salt. We couldn’t buy none. We put the dirt in 
the hopper and simmered the water down to salt. We hid that. No, they didn’t 
find it. Our smokehouse was logs daubed with mud and straw. It was good 
size, bout as big as our cabins. It had something in it too. All the time, I tell 
you. 
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SUCH A GOOD TIME 


When I used to hear the older niggers talking "bout the Yankees coming, I 
was scared, ’cause I thought it was some kind of animal they was talking "bout. 
My old aunty was glad to hear ‘bout the Yankees coming. She just set and talk 
‘bout what a good time we was going to kave after the Yankees come. She'd 
say: “Child, we going to have such a good time a-setting at the white folks’ 
table, a-eating off the white folks’ table, and a-rocking in the big rocking 
chair.” 

Something awful happen to one of the slaves though, when the Yankees did 
come. One of the young gals tell the Yankees where the missus had her silver, 
money, and jewelry hid, and they got it all. What you think happened to the 
poor gal? She’d done wrong I know, but I hated to see her suffer so awful for 
it. After the Yankees had gone, the missus and massa had the poor gal hung 
till she die. It was something awful to see. The Yankees took everything we 


had ’cept a little food, hardly ’nough to keep us alive. 


THE YANKEES HUNG MASTER TWICE 


..». Oh, yes, I remember lots about the war. I remember dark days, what 
we called the “black days.” It would be so dark you couldn't see the sun even. 
That was from the smoke from the fighting. You could just hear the big guns 
going b-o-o-m! boom! all day. Yes, I do remember seeing the Yankees. I saw 
‘em running fast one day past our house going back away from the fighting 
place. And once they hung our master. They told him they wanted his money. 
He said he didn’t have but one dollar. They said, “We know better than 
that.” Then they took a big rope off of one of the Yankees’ saddle and took the 
master down in the horse lot and hung him to a big tree. They rope musta been 
old, for it broke. Our master was a big man, though. Then they hung him 
again. He told ’em he didn’t have but one dollar, and they let him down and 
said, “Well, old man, maybe you haven’t got any more money.” So they let him 
go when the mistress and her little children come down there. He didn’t have 
but one dollar in his pockets but had lots buried about the place in two or 
three places. 


WHY DIDN’T YOU BRING THE MEAT WITH YOU? 


I member when the Yankees come through. I was right to the old boss’s 
place. It was on the river side. Miss Jane Warner, she was the missus. The place 
here now—where all the children raise. Mr. Rhodes got a turpentine still there 
now, just after you pass the house. They burn the ginhouse, the shop, the 
buggy-house, the turkey-house, and the fowlhouse. Start to set the cornhouse 
afire, but my ma say: “Please sir, don’t burn the cornhouse. Give it to me and 
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my children.” So they put the fire out. I member when they started to break 
down the smokehouse door, and Old Missus come out and say: “Please don’t 
break the door open, I got the key.” So they quit. I remember when they shoot 
down the hog. I remember when they shoot the two geese in the yard. They 
choked my ma. They went to her, and they say: “Where is all the white peo- 
ple’s gold and silver?” My ma say she don’t know. “You does know!” they say 
and choke her till she couldn’t talk. They went into the company room where 
the old miss was staying and start tearing up the bed. Then the captain come 
and the old miss say to him, “Please don’t let °em tear up my bed,” and the 
captain went in there and tell em “Come out!” 

The old miss wasn’t scared. But the young Miss May was sure scared. She 
was courting at the time. She went off and shut herself up in a room. The old 
miss ask the captain: “Please go in and talk to the miss, she so scared.” So he 
went in and soon he bring her out. We children wasn’t scared. But my brother 
run under the house. The soldiers went under there a-poking the bayonets into 
the ground to try to find where the silver buried, and they ran ’cross him. 
“What you doing under here?” they say. “I’s just running the chickens out, 
sir,” he say. “Well, you can go on out,” they say. “We ain’t gwine to hurt you.” 

I remember when they kill the hog and cook him. Cook on the fire where the 
little shop been. Cook him and eat him. Why didn’t they cook him on the stove 
in the house? Didn’t have no stoves. Just had to cook on the fireplace. Had an 
oven to fit in the fireplace. I remember when my ma saw the Yankees coming 
that morning, she grab the sweet potatoes that been in that oven and throw ’em 
in the barrel of feathers that stayed by the fireplace. Just a barrel to hold chicken 
feathers when you pick ’em. That’s all we had to eat that day. Them Yankees 
put the meat in the sack and go on off. It was late then, ‘bout dusk. I remember 
how the missus bring us all round the fire. It was dark then. 

“Well, children,” she say, “I’s sorry to tell you, but the Yankees has carry off 
your ma. I don’t know if you'll ever see her any more.” Then we children all 
start crying. We still a-sitting there when my ma come back. She say she slip 
behind, and slip behind, slip behind, and when she come to a little pine thicket 
by the side of the road, she dart into it, drop the sack of meat they had her 
carrying, and start out for home. When we had all make over her, we say to 
her then: “Well, why didn’t you bring the sack of meat ‘long with you?” - 


SHE COOKED FOR THE YANKEES 


I could walk when I first seed the Yankees. I run out to see em good, Then 
I run back and told Miss Becky. I said, “What is they?” She told Ma to put all 
us under the bed to hide us from the soldiers. One big Yankee stepped inside 
and says to Miss Becky, “You own any niggers?” She say, “No.” Here I come 
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outen under the bed and ask her for bread. Then the Yankee lieutenant cursed 
her. He made the other four come outen under the bed. They all commenced 
to crying, and I commenced to cry. We never seed nobody like him ’fore. We 
was scared to death of him. He talked so loud and bad. He loaded us in a 
wagon. Mama, too, went with him straight to Helena. He put us in a camp and 
kept us. Mama cooked for the Yankees six or seven months. She heard ’em— 
the white soldiers—whispering round "bout freedom. She told ’em, “You ain’t 
gonna keep me here no longer.” She took us walking back to her old master 
and ax him for us a home. Then she married a man on the place. He was real 
old. I had five half-brothers and sisters then. I was a good-size girl then. 


THOSE WHITE FOLKS HAD TO RUN AWAY 


I seed the Yankees come through. I seed that. They come in the time Old 
Master was gone. He run off—he run away. He didn’t let em git him. I was 
a little child. They stayed there all day breaking into things—breaking into 
the molasses and all like that. Old Mistress stayed upstairs hiding. The soldiers 
went down in the basement and throwed things around. Old Master was a 
senator; they wanted to git him. They sure did cuss him: “The old 
senator,” they would say. He took his finest horses and all the gold and silver 
with him somewheres. They couldn’t git him. They was after senators and 
high-ups like that. 

The soldiers tickled me. They sung. The white people’s yard was just full 
of them playing “Yankee Doodle” and “Hang Jeff Davis on a Sour Apple 
Tree.” 

All the white people gone! Funny how they run away like that. They had to 


save theirselves. I ’member they took one old boss man and hung him up ina 





tree across a drain of water, just let his foot touch—and somebody cut him 
down after while. Those white folks had to run away. 


HOW FATHER GOT HIS MONEY 


My father had more money than many ex-slaves because he did what the 
Union soldiers told him. They used to give him greenbacks money and tell 
him to take good care of it. You see, Miss, Union money was not any good here. 
Everything was Confederate money. You couldn’t pay for a dime’s worth even 
with a five dollar bill of Union money then. The soldiers just keep on telling 
my father to take all the greenbacks he could get and hide away. There wasn’t 
any need to hide it, nobody wanted it. Soldiers said just wait; some day the 
Confederate money wouldn’t be any good, and greenbacks would be all the 
money we had. So that’s how my father got his money. 
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GRANDMA AND THE YANKEE SOLDIERS 


My grandma was a powerful Christian woman, and she did love to sing and 
shout. That’s how come Marse Billy had her locked up in the loomroom when 
the Yankee mens come to our plantation. Grandma would git to shouting so 
loud she would make so much fuss nobody in the church could hear the 
preacher, and she would wander off from the gallery and go downstairs and 
try to go down the white folks’ aisles to git to the altar where the preacher 
was, and they was always locking her up for ’sturbing worship, but they never 
could break her from that shouting and wandering round the meeting house, 
after she got old. 

Them Yankee soldiers rode up in the big house yard and ’gun to ax me 
questions bout where Marse Billy was and where everything on the place was 
kept, but I was too scared to say nothing. Everything was quiet and still as 
could be, ’cept for Grandma a-singing and shouting up in the loomhouse all by 
herself. One of ’em Yankees tried the door, and he axed me how come it was 
locked. I told him it was ’cause Grandma had ’sturbed the Baptist meeting with 
her shouting. Them mens grabbed the axe from the woodpile and busted the 
door down. They went in and got Grandma. They axed her ‘bout how come 
she was locked up, and she told ’em the same thing I had told ’em. They axed 
her if she was hungry, and she said she was. Then they took that axe and busted 
down the smokehouse door and told her she was free now and to help herself 
to anything she wanted, ’cause everything on the plantation was to belong to 
the slaves that had worked there. They took Grandma to the kitchen and told 
Ma to give her some of the white folks’ dinner. Ma said, “But the white 
folkses ain’t et yet.” “Go right on,” the Yankees said, “and give it to her, the 
best in the pot, and if they’s anything left when she gets through, maybe us 
will let the white folkses have some of it.” 

Them brash men strutted on through the kitchen into the house, and they 
didn’t see nobody else downstairs. Upstairs they didn’t even have the manners 
to knock at Mistress’ door. They just walked right on in where my sister Lucy 
was combing Mistress’ long pretty hair. They told Lucy she was free now and 
not to do no more work for Mistress. Then all of ’em grabbed they big old 
rough hands into Mistress’ hair, and they made her walk downstairs and out in 
the yard, and all the time they was a-pulling and jerking at her long hair, 
trying to make her point out to em where Marse Billy had done had his horses 
and cattle hid out. Us children was a-crying and taking on ’cause us loved 
Mistress, and us didn’t want nobody to bother her. They made out like they 
was going to kill her if she didn’t tell °em what they wanted to know, but after 
a while they let her alone. 

After they had told all the slaves they could find on the place not to do no 
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more work and to go help theyselves to anything they wanted in the smoke- 
house and ’bout the big house and plantation, they rode on off, and us never 
seed no more of ’em. After the Yankees was done gone off, Grandma ‘gun to 
fuss: “Now, them soldiers was telling us what ain’t so, cause ain’t nobody got 
no right to take what belongs to Master and Mistress.” And Ma jined in: 
“Sure it ain’t no truth in what them Yankees was a-saying,” and us went right 
on living just like us always done till Marse Billy called us together and told 
us the war was over and us was free to go where us wanted to go, and us could 
charge wages for our work. 


I JUST SAID THAT TO THE WRONG PERSON 


Once the Yankee soldiers come. I was big enough to tote pails and piggins 
then. These soldiers made us children tote water to fill their canteens and water 
their horses. We toted the water on our heads. Anotlier time we heard the 
Yankees was coming, and Old Master had about fiftecn hundred pounds of 
meat. They was hauling it off to bury it and hide it when the Yankees caught 
them. The soldiers ate and wasted every bit of that good meat. We didn’t like 
them a bit. 

One time some Yankee soldiers stopped and started talking to me—they 
asked me what my name was. IJ say “Liza,” and they say, “Liza who?” I 
thought a minute, and I shook my head. “Just Liza, I ain’t got no other name.” 

He say, “Who live up yonder in that big house?” T say, “Mr. John Mixon.” 
He say, “You are Liza Mixon.” He say, “Do anybody ever call you ‘nigger’?” 
And I say, “Yes, sir.” He say, “Next ume anybody call you ‘nigger’ you tell ’em 
that you is a Negro and your name is Miss Liza Mixon.” The more I thought of 
that, the more I liked it, and I made up my mind to do just what he told me to. 

My job was minding the calves back, while the cows was being milked. One 
evening I was minding the calves, and Old Master come along, He say, “What 
you doing, nigger?” I say real pertlike, “I ain’t no nigger. I’s a Negro and I’m 
Miss Liza Mixon.” Old Master sure was surprised, and he picks up a switch 
and starts at me. 

Law, but I was scared! I hadn’t never had no whipping, so I run fast as I can 
to Grandma Gracie. I hid behind her, and she say, “What’s the matter of you, 
child?” And I say, “Master John gwine whip me.” And she say, “What you 
done?” And I say, “Nothing.” She say she know better and "bout that time 
Master John got there. He say, “Gracie, that little nigger sassed me.” She say, 
“Lawsie, child, what does ail you?” I told them what the Yankee soldier told 
me to say, and Grandma Gracie took my dress and lift it over my head and 
pins my hands inside, and Lawsie, how she whipped me, and I dasn’t holler 
loud either. I just said that to the wrong person. 
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WE'RE FIGHTING TO FREE YOU 
I 


O Lord, yes, that was long ’fore the war. I was right down on my master’s 
place when it started. They said it was to free the niggers. O Lord, we was 
right under it in Davidson County where I come from. O Lord, yes, ] knowed 
all about when the war started. I’s a young woman, a young woman. We was 
treated just like dogs and hogs. We seed a hard time—I know what I’m talking 
about. 

O God, I seed the Yankees, I saw it all. We was so scared we run under 
the house, and the Yankees called “Come out, Dinah.” (Didn’t call none of us 
anything but Dinah.) They said, “Dinah, we’re fighting to free you and get 
you out from under bondage.” I sure understood that, but I didn’t have no 
better sense than to go back to Mistress. 

O Lord, yes, I seed the Ku Klux. They didn’t bother me ’cause I didn’t 
stay where they could; I was ’way under the house. 

Yankees burned up everything Marse John had. I looked up the Pike and 
seed the Yankees a-coming. They say, “We’s a-fighting for you, Dinah!” 
Yankees walked in, child, just walked right in on us. I tell you I’ve seed a 
time. You talking ‘bout war—you better wish no more war come. I know when 
the war started. The Secessors on this side and the Yankees on that side. Yes, 
Miss, I seen enough. My brother went and jined the Secessors, and they killed 
him time he got in the war. 

Il 

One time the Yankees come and drunk the sweet milk and took all the but- 
ter, turkeys, and hogs and then broke the powder horn against the maple tree. 

The cook say, “I’m gwine to tell Marse Joe you drink all this milk.” The 
Yankees say, “Let the damn fool alone—here we are trying to free her and she 
ain’t got no sense.” They said there wouldn’t be any more hard times after the 
war. 

But I sure have seen some hard times..... 


III 

I saw the soldiers when they come though our place. The first start of us 
noticing them was this. I was always up to the white folks’ house. Thad was 
going back to the Rebel army. Old Master told my dad to go git him a hat. He’d 
got him one and was riding back with Thad’s hat on on top of hisn. Before 
he could git back, here come a man just a-riding. 

Thad was eating. He look out, and then he throwed his head back and said, 
“Them’s the Federals.” 

Thad finished his breakfast, and then he ran on out and got with the 
Federals. 
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He didn’t join em. He just fooled ’em. The bridge was half a mile from our 
house, and the Yankee army hadn’t near finished crossing it when the head of 
it reached us. : 

While they were at the house, Pa came riding up with the two hats on his 
head. They took the hats and throwed Pa’s on the ground and tried Thad’s on. 
They took the mare, but they give it back. 

Them folks stood round there all day. Killed hogs and cooked them. Killed 
cows and cooked them. Took all kinds of sugar and preserves and things like 
that. Tore all the feathers out of the mattress looking for money. Then they put 
Old Miss and her daughter in the kitchen to cooking. 

Ma got scared and went to bed. Directly the lieutenant come on down there 
and said, “Auntie, get up from there. We ain’t a-going to do you no hurt. 
We're after helping you. We are freeing you. Aunt Dinah, you can do as you 
please now. You're free.” 

She was free! 

They stayed round there all night cooking and eating and carrying on. They 
sent some of the meat in there to us colored folks. 

Next morning they all dropped off going to take Dardanelle. You could hear 
the cannons roaring next day. They was all night getting away. They went on 
and took Dardanelle. Had all them white folks running and hiding. 

The Secesh wouldn’t go far. They would just hide. One night there’d be a 
gang of Secesh, and the next one, there’d come along a gang of Yankees. Pa 
was ‘fraid of both of ’em. Secesh said they’d kill him if he left his white folks. 
Yankees said they’d kill him if he didn’t leave em. He would hide out in the 
cotton patch and keep we children out there with him. Old Miss made him 
carry us. 

We was freed and went to a place that was full of people. We had to stay in 
a church with about twenty other people, and two of the babies died there on 
account of the exposure. Two of my aunts died, too, on account of exposure 
then. 

The soldiers didn’t take anything that night but food. They left all the 
horses. What they took was what they could eat. But they couldn’t catch the 
turkeys. The lieutenant stayed around all the time to make the soldiers behave 
themselves. The meals he made my old miss and her daughter cook was for 
the officers. 

IV 

I remember one time when the Yankees was coming through. I was up on 
top of a rail fence so I could see better. I said, “Just looka there at them blue- 
birds.” When the Yankees come along, one of ’em said, “You get down from 
there, you little son of a bitch.” I didn’t wait to climb down, I just fell down 
from there. Old Missus come down to the quarters in her carriage—didn’t have 
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buggies in them days, just carriages—to see who was hurt. The Yankees had 
done told her that one of her gals had fell off the fence and got hurt. I said, 
“I ain’t hurt, but I thought them Yankees would hurt me.” She said, “They 
won't hurt you, they is coming through to tell you you is free.” She said if they 
had hurt me she would just about done them Yankees up. She said Jeff Davis 
had done give up his seat and we was free. 


PRAISE TO THE YANKEES 


O my Lord, when the Yankees come through there, I hear them say it was 
the Republicans. Mr. Ross had done say that he hear talk that they was coming 
through, and he tell his niggers to hurry and hide all the plantation rations. 
Yes, ma’am, they dig cellars under the colored people’ houses and bury what 
meat and barrels of flour they could, and that what they couldn’t get under 
there, they hide it up in the loft. Mr. Ross say, “Won’t none of them damn 
Yankees get no chance to stick they rotten tooth in my rations.” We say, “Ma, 
you got all these rations here and we hungry.” She say, “No, them ration belong 
to Boss, and you children better never bother them neither.” Then when Mr. 
Ross had see to it that they had fix everything safe, he take to the swamp. That 
what my mammy say ’cause he know they wasn’t gwine bother the womens. 
Lord, when them Yankees ride up to the big house, Miss Ross been scared to 
open her mouth ’cause the man was in the swamp. No, child, they didn’t bother 
nothing much, but some of the rations they got hold of. Often times, they 
would come through and kill chickens and butcher a cow up and cook it right 
there. Would eat all they wanted and then when they would go to leave, they 
been call all the plantation niggers to come there and would give them what 
was left. O Lord, us was glad to get them victuals, too. Yes, ma’am, all they had 
left, they would give it to the poor colored people. Us been so glad, us say that us 
wish they would come back again. Then after they had left us plantation, they 
would go some other place where there was another crowd of little niggers and 
would left them a pile of stuff, too. Old Massa, he been stay in the swamp 
till he hear them Yankees been leave there, and then he come home and would 
keep sending to the colored people’ houses to get a little bit of his rations to a 
time. Uncle Solomon and Sipp and Leve, they been et [as] much of Boss’s 
rations they wanted ’cause they been know the Yankees was coming back 
through to free them. But my mammy, she was a widow woman, and old man 
Anthony Ross never left nothing to her house. 

I tell you, honey, some of the colored people sure been speak praise to them 
Yankees. I don’t know how come, but they never know no better, I say. They 
know and they never know. One old man been riding one of these stick horses 
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THE PRETTIEST SIGHT I EVER SAW 


Prettiest thing I ever saw when the Yankees was traveling was the drums 
and kettledrums and them horses. It was the prettiest sight I ever saw. Them 
horses knowed their business, too. You couldn’t go up to ’em either. They had 
gold bits in their mouths and looked like t!-eir bridles was covered with gold. 
And Yankees sitting up there with a sworc. 


I LOVE THE YANKEES 


Mother come to Helena, Arkansas, from Lake Charles, Louisiana. I was born 
here since freedom. .... I don’t know nothing ’bout slavery. I know they come 
here. Two boats named “Tyler” and “Bragg.” The Yankees took ’em up and 
brought ’em up to their camps to pay them to wait on them. They come..... 
She said the Yankees took the pantry-house and cleaned it up. They broke in 
it. I’m so glad the Yankees come. They so pretty, I love ’em..... I can tell ’em 
by the way they talk and acts. You ain’t none. You don’t talk like ’em. You 
don’t act like ’em. I watched you yesterday. You don’t walk like ’em. You act 
like the rest of these Southern women to me. 

Mother said a gang of Yankees come to the quarters to haul the children 
off, and they said, “We are going to free you all. Come on.” She said, “My hus- 
band in the field.” They sont for him. He come hard as he could. They loaded 
men and all on them two gunboats. The boat was anchored south of Tom 
Henry McNeill’s plantation. He didn’t know they was gone. When they got 
here, old General Hindman had forty thousand back here in the hills. They 
fired in. The Yankees fired! The Yankees said they was going to drive ’em back, 
and they scared ’em out of here and give folks that brought in them gunboats 
houses to live in. Mammy went to helping the Yankees. They paid her. That 
was fore freedom. I loves the Yankees. General Hindman’s house was tore 
down up there to build that schoolhouse. The Yankees said they was going 
to water their horses in the Mississippi River by twelve o’clock or take hell. I 
know my mammy and daddy wasn’t scared ‘cause the Yankees taking care of 
‘em and they was the ones had the cannons and gunboats too. I just love the 
Yankees for freeing us. They run white folks outa the houses and put colored 
folks in em. Yankees had tents here. They fed the colored folks till little after 
‘mancipation. When the Yankees went off they been left to root, hog, or die. 


White folks been free all their lives. They got no need to be poor..... 
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PART FIVE 


All I Know about Freedom 


But, as I was saying, the slaves was still hunting a better place and more free- 
dom. The young folks ts still hunting a better place and more freedom. 


The slaves heard the news of freedom in different ways—some earlier, some 
later, some secretly, but all hopefully. “Everybody talk ‘bout freedom and hope 
to git free fore they die.” They all expected freedom and wanted it, even if 
“it wasn’t like what they thought it would be.” Nor did they all think of it in the 
same way. To some freedom was a word, a strange word—“When I first heard 
them talking about freedom, I didn’t know what freedom was.” To others it 
was a person—“Big children all laugh and say: ‘All niggers free, all niggers 
free. And I'd say: “What is free?’ I was looking for a man to come.” To still 
others it was a place—“right off colored folks started on the move. They seemed 
to want to get closer to freedom, so they’d know what it was—like it was a 
place or a city.” 

Being free as a jay bird or a toad-frog, as they said, they obeyed the first im- 
pulse, which was one of flight or movement. Some were gone before the master 
was halfway through telling them they were free. Others went off and came 
back because they “didn’t have no place to go and nothing to eat..... Seemed 
like it was four or five years before they got to places they could live.” Some 
stayed on for a time and worked on shares, until the master died, and then 
they scattered. 

The masters, too, reacted to emancipation in different ways. Some said: “You 
all go on away..... You have to look out for yourselves now.” Others said: 
“Go if you wants, and stay if you wants.” Some gave their Negroes a small 
piece of land to work. “But the mostest of them never give ’em nothing, and 
they sure despise them niggers what left ’em”; “....a heap of the marses got 
raging mad and just tore up truck..... They shot niggers down by the 
hundreds.” Still others made the Negroes work on for several months or a year 
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for nothing, until the government caught up with them for “carrying on with 
free labor.” In a few cases master and slave decided to “tough it out” together, 
and we even hear of slaves’ loaning the master money “when he was hard 
pushed.” 

The chief lesson the slaves learned from freedom was that when the master 
said, “You are just as free as I am,” he meant: “What’s mine is mine and what’s 
yours is yours.” 

It seem like the white people can’t git over us being free, and they do everything to 
hold us down all the time. We don’t git no schools for a long time..... And we can’t go 
round where they have the voting, unless we want to catch a whipping some night, and 
we have to just keep on bowing and scraping when we are round white folks like we did 
when we was slaves. They had us down and they kept us down. 

The Reconstruction time was like this. You go up to a man and tell him you and 
your family want to hire for next year on his place. He say: “I’m broke, the war broke 
me. Move down there in the best empty house you find. You can get your provisions 
furnished at certain little store in the closest town about.” You say: “Yes, sir.” When the 


crop made, ’bout all you got was a little money to take to give the man what run you, and 
you have to stay on or starve or go get somebody else let you share crop with 'em. 


No wonder it was said: “It was the poor white man who was freed by the 
war, not the Negroes.” At the same time another war had begun in which some 
poor white folks and poor Negroes were to fight side by side—the war for 
equalization and for economic security. It was not enough now merely to say, 
“You could change places and work for different men.” Looking back upon 
lives lived partly in slavery and partly in freedom, ex-slaves could say: “We 
soon found out that freedom could make folks proud, but it didn’t make ’em 
rich.” “I don’t think a man is free unless he can vote, do your” Nor was it 
enough even to say: “When you has work and some money in your pocket so 
you can go to the store and buy some meat and bread, then you has the best 
freedom there is.” Neither Negroes nor whites could stop fighting for freedom 
until it could truly be said that “this country is a free country; no slavery now.” 
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HOW FREEDOM CAME 


Every man was his own free agent. “No more master, no more mistress. You 
are your own free moral agent. Think and act for yourself.” That is how it was 


declared. 


LIKE FREEDOM WAS A PLACE 


The end of the war, it come just like that—like you snap your fingers..... 
How did we know it! Hallelujah broke out— 
Abe Lincoln freed the nigger 
With the gun and the trigger; 
And I ain’t going to get whipped any more. 
I got my ticket, 
Leaving the thicket, 
And I’m a-heading for the Golden Shore! 


Soldiers, all of a sudden, was everywhere—coming in bunches, crossing and 
walking and riding. Everyone was a-singing. We was all walking on golden 
clouds. Hallelujah! 


Union forever, 

Hurrah, boys, hurrah! 

Although I may be poor, 

I'll never be a slave— 

Shouting the battle cry of freedom. 


Everybody went wild. We all felt like heroes, and nobody had made us that 
way but ourselves. We was free. Just like that, we was free. It didn’t seem to 
make the whites mad, either. They went right on giving us food just the same. 
Nobody took our homes away, but right off colored folks started on the move. 
They seemed to want to get closer to freedom, so they’d know what it was— 
like it was a place or a city. Me and my father stuck, stuck close as a lean tick to 
a sick kitten. The Gudlows started us out on a ranch. My father, he’d round 
up cattle—unbranded cattle—for the whites. They was cattle that they be- 
longed to, all right; they had gone to find water ‘long the San Antonio River 
and the Guadalupe. Then the whites gave me and my father some cattle for 
our own. My father had his own b. ind—7 B)—and we had a herd to start out 
with of seventy. 

We knowed freedom was on us, but we didn’t know what was to come with 
it. We thought we was going to get rich like the white folks. We thought we 
was going to be richer than the white folks, "cause we was stronger and knowed 
how to work, and the whites didn’t, and they didn’t have us to work for them 
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any more. But it didn’t turn out that way. We soon found out that freedom 
could make folks proud, but it didn’t make ’em rich. 

Did you ever stop to think that thinking don’t do any good when you do it 
too late? Well, that’s how it was with us. If every mother’s son of a black had 
thrown ’way his hoe and took up a gun to fight for his own freedom along with 
the Yankees, the war’d been over before it began. But we didn’t do it. We 
couldn’t help stick to our masters. We couldn’t no more shoot ‘em than we 
could fly. My father and me used to talk ’bout it. We decided we was too soft 


and freedom wasn’t going to be much to our good even if we had a education. 


FROM BLOODY FLAG TO WHITE 


I was at Pamplin, and the Yankees and Rebels were fighting, and they were 
waving the bloody flag, and a Confederate soldier was up on a post, and they 
were shooting terribly. Guns were firing everywhere. 

All a sudden they struck up “Yankee Doodle” song. A soldier came along 
and called to me, “How far is it to the Rebels,” and I, honey, was feared to tell 
him! So I said: “I don’t know.” He called me again. Scared to death I was. I 
recollect gitting behind the house and pointed in the direction. You see, if the 
Rebels knew that I told the soldier, they would have killed me. 

These were the Union men going after Lee’s army, which had done been 
fore them to Appomattox. 

The colored regiment came up behind, and when they saw the colored regi- 
ment they put up the white flag. You ’member "fore this, red or bloody flag was 
up. Now, do you know why they raised that white flag? Well, honey, that 
white flag was a token that Lee had surrendered. Glory! Glory! Yes, child, the 
Negroes are free, and when they knew that they were free they, oh! baby! 
began to sing: 

Mammy, don’t you cook no more, 
You are free, you are free! 
Rooster, don’t you crow no more, 
You are free, you are free! 


Old hen, don’t you lay no more eggs, 
You free, you free! 


Such rejoicing and shouting you never heard in your life. 


THEY GOT WHAT THEY EXPECTED 


My mother said that they had been waiting a long time to hear what had 
become of the war, perhaps one or two weeks. One day when they were in the 
field molding corn, going round the corn, hoeing it, and putting a little hill 
around it, the conch sounded at about eleven o’clock, and they knew that the 
long-expected time had come. They dropped their hoes and went to the big 
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house. They went around to the back where the master always met the 
servants, and he said to them, “You are all free, free as I am. You can go or 
come as you please. I want you to stay. If you will stay, I will give you half the 
crop.” That was the beginning of the sharecropping system. 

My mother came at once to the quarters, and when she found me she pulled 
the end out of a corn sack, stuck holes on the sides, put a cord through the top, 
pulled out the end, put it on me, put on the only dress she had, and made it 
back to the old home [her first master’s folk]. 

When the slaves were freed, they got what they expected. They were glad to 
get it and get away with it, and that was what Mother and them did. 


HE CLEANED HIS GUNS ON MY DRESS TAIL 


When the war was over, Mistress’ son come home, and he cleaned his guns 
on my dress tail. It sure stunk up my dress and made me sick too. He told Old 
Mistress that niggers was free now. I went and told Mammy that Old Betsy’s 
son told her the niggers was free and what did he mean. She said, “Shhhhhh!” 
They never did just come out and tell us we was free. We was free in July, and 
Mammy left in September. 


YOU BETTER HUSH 


I remember the first Yankee I ever saw. They called him Captain Hogan. I 
had a white child in my arms. He set there and asked the boss how many 
Negroes did he have, and the boss said what was the news. He come out to let 
the Negroes know they was as free as he was and told Marse Jim to bring all of 
them back from Texas. I know I run and told Mama and she said, “You better 


hush, you'll get a whipping.” 


THEY LEARNED BETTER 


I was living in Bartow County in North Georgia when freedom came. I 
don’t remember how the slaves found it out. I remember them saying, “Well, 
they’s all free.” And that is all I remember. And I remember someone saying— 
asking a question—“You got to say ‘Master’?” And somebody answered and 
said, “Naw.” But they said it all the same. They said it for a long time. But they 
learned better though. 


YES’™M 
I don’t know how freedom came. I know the Yankees came through, and 


they’d pat we little niggers on the head and say, “Nigger, you are just as free 
as I am.” And I would say, “Yes'm.” 
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FREEDOM OF PEACHES 


My mistress said to me when I got back home, “You're free. Go on out in the 
orchard and git yourself some peaches.” They had a yard full of peaches. Baby, 
did I git me some peaches. I pulled a bushel of ’em. 


THEY THREW THEIR STICKS AWAY 


I heard them tell the slaves they were free. A man named Captain Barkus, 
who had his arm off at the elbow, called for the three nearby plantations to 
meet at our place. Then he got up on a platform with another man beside him 
and declared peace and freedom. He pointed to a colored man and yelled, 
“You're free as I am.” Old colored folks, old as I am now, that was on sticks, 
throwed them sticks away and shouted. 


THEY DANCED ALL NIGHT 


When the war ended, white man come to the field and tell my mother-in- 
law she free as he is. She dropped her hoe and danced up to the turn road and 
danced right up into Old Master’s parlor. She went so fast a bird coulda sot on 
her dress tail. That was in June. That night she sent and got all the neighbors, 
and they danced all night long. 


THERE AIN’T NO ANTS BITING HER TODAY 
Dr. Polk had a fine horse. He came riding through the field and said, “All 


you-all niggers are free now. You can stay here and work for me, or you can 
go to the next field and work.” 

Thad an old aunt that they used to make set on a log. She jumped off that log 
and ran down the field to the quarters shouting and hollering. 

The people all said, “Nancy’s free; they ain’t no ants biting her today.” 
She’d been setting on that log one year. She wouldn’t do no kind of work, 
and they make her set there all day and let the ants bite her. 


IT’S NOT RECORDED 


The way we first heard about freedom, one of the boys come home to stay, 
but no one knew that when he came. He told Sister Mandy cook him a good 
supper and he would tell her something good. She cooked him a good supper 
and set the table. He set to eat, and she ask him what it was. He told her, “All 
the slaves are free now.” 

When her son told my sister Mandy at supper table, “All the slaves are free 
now,” Old Mistress jumped up and said, “It’s not recorded! It’s not recorded!” 
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THEY TOLD THE YANKEES “YES” 


Mother said her master didn’t tell them it was freedom. Other folks got told 
in August. They passed it round secretly. Some Yankees come, asked if they 
was getting paid for picking cotton in September. They told their master. They 
told the Yankees, “Yes” ’cause they was afraid they would be run off and no 
place to go. They said Master Hood paid them well for their work at cotton- 
selling time. He never promised them nothing. She said he never told one of 
them to leave or to stay. He let em be. I reckon they got fed..... 


HE MADE US WORK SEVERAL MONTHS AFTER THAT 


I hears "bout freedom in September, and they’s picking cotton; and a white 
man rides up to Massa’s house on a big white hoss and the houseboy tell Massa 
a man want see him, and he hollers: “Light, stranger.” It a gov’ment man, and 
he have the big book and a bunch papers and say why ain’t Massa turn the 
niggers loose. Massa say he trying to git the crop out, and he tell Massa have the 
slaves in. Uncle Steven blows the cow horn what they use to call to eat, and all 
the niggers come running, ’cause that horn mean, “Come to the big house, 
quick.” That man reads the paper telling us we’s free, but Massa make us work 
several months after that. He say we git 20 acres land and a mule, but we 
didn’t git it. 

DRUMS OF FREEDOM 


I ’member they was gwine put us to carrying water for the hands next year, 
and that year we got free. My mother shouted, “Now I ain’t lying ’bout that.” 
I sure ’member when they sot the people free. They was just ready to blow the 
folks out to the field. I’member old Mose would blow the bugle, and he could 
blow that bugle. If you wasn’t in, you better get in. Yes, ma’am! The day 
freedom come, I know Mose was just ready to blow the bugle when the 
Yankees begun to beat the drum down the road. They knew it was all over 
then. That ain’t no joke. 


PAPA WENT OFF 


I can recollect old Master Collins calling up all the niggers to his house. He 
told them they was free. There was a crowd of them, all sizes. Why all this 
took place now I don’t know. Most of the niggers took what all they have on 
their heads and walked off. He told Mama to move up in the loomhouse; if she 
go off, he would kill her. We moved to the loomhouse till in 1866. 

One night some of the niggers what had been Collins’ slaves come and stole 
all Mama’s children; toted us off on their backs at night. Where we come to 
cross the river, Uncle George Tunnel was the ferryman. He had raised Mama 
at his cabin at slavery. He took us to his white folks. We lived with them a 
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year and then mama moved on Bill Cropton’s place, and we lived there forty 
years. All the Croptons dead now. 

Papa was a little chunky man. He’d steal flour and hogs. He could tote a hog 
on his back. My papa went on off when freedom come. They was so happy 
they had no sense. Mama never seen him no more. I didn’t neither. Mama didn’t 
care so much about him. He was her mate give to her. I didn’t worry ‘bout him 
nor nobody then. 
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THE BREAKING-UP AND AFTER 


....even the best masters tn slavery coudn't be as good as the worst person 
in freedom. 


ee ee ~~ O_o o_o ate 6 oo oo a 


THEY KNEW WHAT HE MEANT 


We never heared much about the fighting or how it was going. When the 
war finally was over, our old boss called us all up and had us to stand in abreast, 
and he stood on the gallery and he read the verdict to ’em, and said, “Now, you 
can just work on if you want to, and I'll treat you just like I always did.” I guess 
when he said that they knew what he meant. There wasn’t but one family left 
with him. They stayed about two years. But the rest was just like birds, they 
just flew. 


OVER HALF OF THEM WERE GONE 


After the war, Master Colonel Sims went to git the mail, and so he call 
Daniel Ivory, the overseer, and say to him, “Go around to all the quarters and 
tell all the niggers to come up, I got a paper to read to ’em. They’re free now, 
so you can git you another job, ‘cause I ain’t got no more niggers which is my 
own.” Niggers come up from the cabins nappy-headed, just like they gwine to 
the field. Master Colonel Sims, say, “Caroline [that’s my mammy ], you is free 
as me. Pa said bring you back, and I's gwine do just that. So you go on and 
work and I'll pay you and your three oldest children $10 a month a head and 
$4 for Harriet”—that’s me—and then he turned to the rest and say, “Now all 
you-uns will receive $10 a head till the crops is laid by.” Don’t you know before 
he got halfway through, over half them niggers was gone. 


WHEN CHRISTMAS CAME 


I ’member when freedom come, Old Marse said, “You is all free, but you can 
work on and make this crop of corn and cotton; then I will divide up with you 
when Christmas comes.” They all worked, and when Christmas come, Marse 
told us we could get on and shuffle for ourselves, and he didn’t give us any- 
thing. We had to steal corn out of the crib. We prized the ears out between the 
cracks and took them home and parched them. We would have to eat on these 
for several days. 


WHAT'S MINE IS MINE 


One day ....afew niggers was sticking sticks in the ground when the massa 
come up. 
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“What you niggers doing?” he asked. 

- “We is staking off the land, Massa. The Yankees say half of it is ourn.” 

The massa never got mad. He just look calm-like. 

“Listen, niggers,” he says, “what’s mine is mine, and what’s yours is yours. 
You are just as free as I and the missus, but don’t go fooling around my land. 
I’ve tried to be a good master to you. I have never been unfair. Now if you 
wants to stay, you are welcome to work for me. I’ll pay you one-third the crops 
you raise. But if you wants to go, you sees the gate.” 

The massa never have no more trouble. Them niggers just stays right there 
and works. Sometime they loaned the massa money when he was hard 


pushed. Most of ’em died on the old grounds. 


YOU ALL GO ON AWAY 


When freedom, my mama said Old Master called all of ’em to his house, and 
he said: “You all free, we ain’t got nothing to do with you no more. Go on 
away. We don’t whup you no more, go on your way.” My mama said they 
go on off, then they come back and stand around just looking at him and Old 
Mistress. They give em something to eat and he say: “Go on away, you don’t 
belong to us no more, you been freed.” 

They go away, and they kept coming back. They didn’t have no place to go 
and nothing to eat. From what she said they had a terrible time. She said it 
was bad times. Some took sick and had no ’tention and died. Seemed like it was 
four or five years before they got to places they could live. They all got scat- 
tered. 

She said they did expect something from freedom, but the only thing Old 
Master give Jesse was a horse and bridle and saddle. It was new. Old Master 
every time they go back say: “You all go on away. You been set free. You have 
to look out for yourselves now.” 


THE DEVIL AND HELL 


When Young Massa went to war, they calls all the slaves to tell him good- 
bye. They blowed the horn. He come home two times on a furlough and says, 
“T’s smelling and seeing the Devil.” Then the next time he come home he say, 
“Last time I tells you bout smelling the Devil. I’s smelling and seeing Hell 
now.” When the war am over, he come home and say to Old Massa, “Ain’t you 
read the ‘lamation to your niggers yet?” Massa say he hasn’t, and Young Massa 
blowed the horn and calls us all up and tells us we’s free as he is and could 
work for who we please, but he like us to stay till the crop am out. He say he’d 
hire us and make a contract. Me and my mammy stays ten years, ’cause they so 
good it ain’t no use to leave. One of the young massas am living here now, Mr. 
Tom, and I goes to see him. 
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SHE AIN’T GOT US BACK YET 


All kind of war talk floating round ’fore the Yankees come. Some say the 
Yankees fight for freedom, and some say they'll kill all the slaves. Seems like 
it must have been in the middle of the war that the Yankees come by. We hears 
somebody holler for us to come out one night and seed the place on fire. Time 
we git out there, the Yankees gone. We fit the fire, but we had to tote water in 
buckets, and the fire burn up the ginhouse full of cotton and the cotton-house, 
too, and the corncrib. 

The Yankees always come through at night and done what they gwine to 
do, and then wait for more night ’fore they go "bout their business. Only one 
time they come in daylight, and some the slaves jine them and go to war. 

All the talk *bout freedom git so bad on the plantation, the massa make me 
put the men in a big wagon and drive ’em to Winfield. He say in Texas there 
never be no freedom. I driv ’em fast till night, and it take ‘bout two days. But 
they come back home, but Massa say if he cotch any of ’em, he gwine shoot 
‘em. They hang round the woods and dodge round and round till the freedom 
< man come by. 

. We went right on working after freedom. Old Buck Adams wouldn't let us 
* go. It was ’way after freedom that the freedom man come and read the paper 
: and tell us not to work no more ‘less us git pay for it. When he gone, Old 
> Mary Adams, she come out. I ‘lect what she say as if I just hear her say it. She 
. say, “Ten years from today I'll have you all back ’gain.” That ten years been 
"over a mighty long time, and she ain’t git us back yet, and she dead and gone. 

They makes us git right off the place, just like you take a old hoss and turn 
it loose. That how us was. No money, no nothing. I git a job working for a 
- white man on he farm, but he couldn’t pay much. He didn’t have nothing. He 
give me just ’nough to git a peck or two of meal and a little syrup. 


OLD MISTRESS KEPT THE COTTON 


We got free in Georgia, June 15, 1865. I'll never forget that date. What I 
mean is, that was the day the big freedom came. But we didn’t know it and 
just worked on. My father was a shoemaker for Old Mistress. Only one in 
town, far as I recollect. He made a lot of money for Mistress. Mother was 
houseworker for her. As fast as us children got big enough to hire out, she 
leased us to anybody who would pz» for our hire. I was put out with another 
widow woman who lived about twenty miles. She worked me on her cotton 
plantation. Old Mistress sold one of my sisters; took cotton for pay. I remember 
hearing them tell about the big price she brought because cotton was so high. 
Old Mistress got fifteen bales of cotton for sister, and it was only a few days 
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till freedom came, and the man who had traded all them bales of cotton lost 
my sister, but Old Mistress kept the cotton. She was smart, wasn’t she? She 
knew freedom was right there. Sister came right back to my parents. 


ALL BENT OVER 


All I knows ’bout how come us was sot free is that folkses said Mr. Jefferson 
Davis and Mr. Abraham Lincoln got to fighting ’bout us, and Mr. Lincoln’s 
side got the best of Mr. Davis’ side in the quarrel. The day they told us that us 
was free, there was a white man named Mr. Bruce what axed: “What you 
say?” They told him ’gain that all the niggers was free. He bent hisself over 
and never did straighten his body no more. When he died, he was still all 
bent over. Mr. Bruce done this to show the world how he hated to give his 
niggers up after they done been sot free. 


MASTER LIVED A WEEK OR TWO 


Jim Jackson’s wife was named Mariah. They lived in a big, fine, white house. 
When it was freedom, a soldier come, brought a paper, and Massa Jim was 
setting on the porch. Tom Chapman was his overseer. They rung the big farm 
bell and had the oldest niggers stand in a line and us little ones in front, so 
we could all see. Tom Chapman read the paper and stood by the soldier. He 
had two big plantations. Massa Jim got sick that day and vomited and vomited. 
He lived a week or two weeks. They sent for Dr. Ducham, but he couldn’t do 
him no good. He died. Massa Jim told them they could take the teams and go 
to town, all he ax of ’em was to feed and take care of ’em. Every one of the 
grown folks went and left us at home. Aunt Judy seen ’bout us like she been 
doing all the time. They went over to Greensboro to celebrate. They all come 
back. They was all ready for their breakfastes. It was twelve miles from 
Greensboro. Then the next day Massa Jim, or Tom Chapman one, called the 
grown folks to the house and told them, “You can stay and I will pay you or 
you can go. I pay no more doctor bills. I don’t feed you no more nor give you 
no more clothes.” Some moved and some hired to him. Some went to his 
father-in-law’s place and some to his brother’s place and around. His wife was 
rich. She was Dave Butler’s gal. No, I mean Massa Jim’s wife—Miss Mariah. 
That big place was what her pa give her. Massa Jim had five hundred little 
niggers on that place and lots more on the big plantation. He had about two 
thousand little niggers. We went in droves is right. 


HE TOOK THE SMALLPOX 


My daddy and mammy belong to Master Sam Louie, who had a big plan- 
tation over in Calhoun County. He had ’bout fifty or more grown slaves, sides 
many children of the slaves. Old Master was a good farmer; raised big crops 
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and saved what he made. He sure was a fine businessman, but he was mighty 
hard on everybody he had anything to do with. He told his slaves to work hard 
and make him a heap of money and that he would keep it, in case of hard times. 
Times was all the time hard with Old Master, but the niggers never got no 
money. When news spread round that the Yankees was coming to free the 
niggers, he called all the slaves up in the yard and showed them a big sack of 
money, what they had made for him, and told them that he was gwine to kill 
all of them before the Yankees set them free and that they wouldn’t need no 
money after they was done dead. All the slaves was mighty sad and troubled, 
all that day, when Old Master made that speech to them. But something hap- 
pened. It ‘most makes me tremble to talk to you ‘bout it now. Providence, or 
some kind of mercy spirit, was sure walking round that plantation that night. 
Sometime in the night it was whispered round amongst the slaves that Old 
Master done took the smallpoxes and was mighty sick. Mammy said he must 
have been terrible sick, ‘cause they buried him two days after that. 


HE CUSSED TILL HE DIED 


I ’member when war starts and Massa’s boy, George it was, saddles up Old 
Bob, his pony, and left. He stays six months, and when he rid up, Massa say, 
“How’s the war, George?” and Massa George say, “It’s hell. Me and Bob has 
been running Yankees ever since us left.” "Fore war Massa didn’t never say 
much ’bout slavery, but when he heared us free he cusses and say, “God never 
did ’tend to free niggers,” and he cussed till he died. But he didn’t tell us we’s 
free till a whole year after we was, but one day a bunch of Yankee soldiers 
come riding up, and Massa and Missy hid out. The soldiers walked into the 
kitchen, and Mammy was churning and one of them kicks the churn over and 
say, “Git out, you’s just as free as I is.” Then they ransacked the place and 
breaks out all the window lights and when they leaves it look like a storm 
done hit that house. Massa come back from hiding, and that when he starts on 
a cussing spree what lasts as long as he lives. 


MASTER GETS WORSE 


I’s don’t know much ’bout the war. The white folks don’t talk to us ‘bout 
the war, and we-uns don’t go to preaching or nothing, so we can’t larn much. 
When freedom comes, Master says to us niggers, “All that wants to go, git 
now. You has nothing.” And he turns them away, nothing on ‘cept old rags. 
"Twa'n’t enough to cover their body. No hat, no shoes, no underwear. 

My pappy and most the niggers goes, but I’s have to stay till my pappy finds 
a place for me. He tells me that he’ll come for me. I’s have to wait over two 
years. The master gets worser in the disposition and goes round sort of talking 
to hisself, and then he gits to cussing everybody. 
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In bout a year after freedom, Master Loyed moves from Palo Pinto to Fort 
Worth. He says he don’t want to live in a country where the niggers am free. 
He kills hisself bout a year after they moves. After that, I’s sure glad when 
Pappy comes for me. He had settled at Azle on a rented farm, and I’s lives with 
him for ’bout ten years. Then I’s goes and stays with my brother on Ash Creek. 
The three of us rents land, and us runs that farm. 


THE NEWS KILLED HER DEAD 


All my mother knew was that it got out that the Negroes were free. The day 
before the old woman told them that they were free, my grandfather, Henry 
Goodman, who was a teamster, Old Miss called him and told him to tell all 
the darkies to come up to the house the next day. 

Next morning, she said, “Henry, you forgot what I told you. I want you to 
call all the darkies up here this morning.” Henry had a voice like a foghorn. 
He started hollering. I wish I could holler the way he did, but I got to consider 
the neighbors. He hollered, “’Tention, ‘tention, hey! Miss Lucy says she wants 
you all up to the big house this morning. She’s got something to tell you.” 

They all come up to the yard before the house. When they got there, she 
says to him—not to them; she wouldn’t talk to them that morning; maybe she 
was too full—“Henry, you all just as free now as ] am. You can stay here with 
Miss Lucy or you can go to work with whomsoever you will. You don’t belong 
to Miss Lucy no more.” 

She had been sick for quite a bit, and she was just able to come to the door 
and deliver that message. Three weeks after that time, they brought her out 
of the house feet foremost and took her to the cemetery. The news killed her 
dead. That’s been seventy years ago, and they just now picking up on it! 


YOU GOT TO LOOK AFTER ME 
When the fighting stopped, people was so glad they rung and rung the 


farm bells and blowed horns—big old cow horns. When Master Daniel come 
home, he went to my papa’s house and says, “John, you free.” He says, “I been 
free as I want to be where I is.” He went on to my grandpa’s house and says, 
“Toby, you are free!” He raised up and says, “You brought me here from 
Africa and North Carolina, and I going to stay with you long as ever I get 
something to eat. You got to look after me!” Master Daniel say, “Well, I ain’t 
running nobody off my place long as they behave.” Pretty nigh every nigger 
sot tight till he died of the old sets. Master Daniel say to Grandpa, “Toby, you 
ain’t my nigger.” Grandpa raise up and say, “I is, too.” 
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DEATH OF A PLANTATION 
I 


The plainest thing I recollect was a big drove of the Yankee soldiers—some 
riding, some walking—come up to the master’s house. He was a sorta old man. 
He was setting in the gallery. He lived in a big log house. He was reading the 
paper. He throwed back his head and was dead. Just scared to death. They 
said that was what the matter. In spite of that, they come down there and 
ordered us up to the house. All the niggers scared to death not to go. There 
lay Old Master Jim, stretched dead in his chair. They was backed up to the 
smokehouse door, and the horses making splinters of the door. It was three 
planks thick, crossed one another and bradded together with iron nails. They 
throwed the stuff out and say, “Come and git it. Take it to your houses.” They 
took it. It was ours, and we didn’t want it wasted. Soon as they gone, they got 
mighty busy bringing it back. They built ‘nother door and put it up. Old Miss 
Caroline *bout somewheres, scared pretty near to death. They buried Master 
Jim at Water Valley, Mississippi. Miss Caroline broke up and went back to 
Virginia. My grandma got her feather bed and died on it. Bout two years 
after that the Yankees sot fire to the house and burned it down. We all had 
good log houses down close together. They didn’t bother us. 


II 


After they has argument, they never whups me when Master Billy round. 
Lots of time him say, “Come here, Bunch”—they calls me Bunch, ’cause I’s 
portly—and him have something good for me to eat. 

After that, it wasn’t long ‘fore the war starts, and the master’s two boys, 
Billy and John, jines the army. I’s powerful grieved and cries two days, and 
all the time Master Billy gone I worries ‘bout him gitting shot. The soldiers 
comes and goes in the crib and takes all the corn and makes my mammy cook 
a meal. Master Charley cuss everything and everybody, and us watch out and 
keep out of his way. After two years him gits a letter from Master Billy and 
him say him be home soon and that John am kilt. Missy starts crying, and the 
master jumps up and starts cussing the war and him picks up the hot poker 
and say, “Free the nigger, will they? I free them.” And he hit my mammy on 
the neck, and she starts moaning and crying and draps to the floor. There ‘twas, 
the missy a-moaning, my mammy a-mourning, and the master a-cussing loud 
as him can. Him takes the gun offe:. the rack and starts for the field, where 
the niggers am a-working. My sister and I sees that, and we-uns starts running 
and screaming cause we-uns has brothers and sisters in the field. But the good 
Lord took a hand in that mess, and the master ain’t gone far in the field when 
him draps all of a sudden. The death sets on the master, and the niggers comes 
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running to him. Him can’t talk or move, and they tote him in the house. The 
doctor comes, and the next day the master dies. 

Then Master Billy comes home, and the break-up took place with freedom 
for the niggers. Most of ’em left as soon’s they could. 

The missy gits very condescending after freedom. The women was in the 
spinning-house and we-uns ‘spects another whupping or scolding, ’cause that 
the usual doings when she comes. She comes in and say, “Good morning, 
womens,” and she never said such ‘fore. She say she pay wages to all what stays 
and how good she treat ’em. But my pappy comes and takes us over to the 
Widow Perry’s land to work for share. 

After that, the missy found Master Billy in the shed, dead, with him throat 
cut and the razor ’side him. There a piece of paper say he not care for to live, 
‘cause the nigger free, and they’s all broke up. 


HE COULDN’T HELP CRYING 


Marse Bob knowed me better’n most the slaves, ‘cause I was round the house 
more. One day he called all the slaves to the yard. He only had sixty-six then, 
‘cause he had ’vided with his son and daughter when they married. He made a 
little speech. He said, “I’m going to a war, but I don’t think I’ll be gone long, 
and I’m turning the overseer off and leaving Andrew in charge of the place, 
and I wants everything to go on, just like I was here. Now, you all mind what 
Andrew says, ‘cause if you don’t, I’ll make it rough on you when I come back 
home.” He was joking, though, ’cause he wouldn’t have done nothing to them. 

Then he said to me, “Andrew, you is old ’nough to be a man and look after 
things. Take care of Missus and see that none the niggers wants, and try to 
keep the place going.” 

We didn’t know what the war was "bout, but Master was gone four years. 
When Old Missus heard from him, she’d call all the slaves and tell us the 
news and read us his letters. Little parts of it she wouldn’t read. We never heard 
of him gitting hurt none, but if he had, Old Missus wouldn’t tell us, ’cause the 
niggers used to cry and pray over him all the time. We never heard tell what 
the war was ’bout. 

When Marse Bob come home, he sent for all the slaves. He was sitting in 
a yard chair, all tuckered out, and shook hands all round, and said he’s glad to 
see us. Then he said, “I got something to tell you. You is just as free as I is. You 
don’t long te nobody but yourselves. We went to the war and fought, but the 
Yankees done whup us, and they say the niggers is free. You can go where you 
wants to go, or you can stay here, just as you likes.” He couldn’t help but cry. 

The niggers cry and don’t know much what Marse Bob means. They is sorry 
bout the freedom, ’cause they don’t know where to go, and they’s always ’pend 
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on Old Marse to look after them. Three families went to get farms for they- 
selves, but the rest just stay on for hands on the old place. 

The Federals has been coming by, even ‘fore Old Marse come home. They 
all come by, carrying they little budgets [knapsacks], and if they was walking 
they’d look in the stables for a horse or mule, and they just took what they 
wanted of corn or livestock. They done the same after Marse Bob come home. 
He just said, “Let them go they way, ‘cause that’s what they’re going to do, 
anyway.” We was scareder of them than we was of the devil. But they spoke 
right kindly to us colored folks. They said, “If you got a good master and want 
to stay, well, you can do that, but now you can go where you want to, ‘cause 
ain’t nobody going to stop you.” 

The niggers can’t hardly git used to the idea. When they wants to leave the 
place, they still go up to the big house for a pass. They just can’t understand 
bout the freedom. Old Marse or Missus say, “You don’t need no pass. All you 
got to do is just take your foot in your hand and go.” 

It seem like the war just plumb broke Old Marse up. It wasn’t long till he 
moved into Tyler and left my paw running the farm on a halfance with him 
and the nigger workers. He didn’t live long, but I forgits just how long. But 
when Mr. Bob heired the old place, he ‘lowed we'd just go ‘long the way his 
paw has made the trade with my paw. 

Young Mr. Bob ’parently done the first rascality ] ever heard of a Goodman 
doing. The first year we worked for him we raised lots of grain and cther 
things and fifty-seven bales of cotton. Cotton was fifty-two cents a pound, and 
he shipped it all away, but all he ever gave us was a box of candy and a sack 
of store tobacco and a sack of sugar. He said the ’signment done got lost. Paw 
said to let it go, ‘cause we had always lived by what the Goodmans had said. 


I FEEL LIKE I AM THEIRS 


We niggers wouldn’t know nothing about it all if it hadn’t a-been for a 
little old black, sassy woman in the quarters that was a-talking all the time 
about “freedom.” She give our white folks lots of trouble—she was so sassy to 
them, but they didn’t sell her, and she was set free along with us. When they all 
come home from the war and Master called us up and told us we was free, some 
rejoiced so they shouted, but some didn’t, they was sorry. Lewis come a-run- 
ning over there and wanted me and the children to go on over to his white 
folks’ place with him, and I wouldn’t go—no, ma’am, I wouldn’t leave my 
white folks. I told Lewis to go on anu let me ‘lone; I knowed my white folks 
and they was good to me, but I didn’t know his white folks. So we kept living 
like we did in slavery, but he come to see me every day. After a few years he 
finally ’suaded me to go on over to the Willis place and live with him, and his 
white folks was powerful good to me. After a while, though, we all went back 
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and lived with my white folks, and I worked on for them as long as I was 
able to work and always felt like I belonged to ’em, and, you know, after all 
this long time, I feel like I am theirs. 


FREEDOM WASN’T NO DIFFERENCE 


Freedom wasn’t no difference I knows of. I works for Marse John just the 
same for a long time. He say one morning, “John, you can go out in the field 
iffen you wants to or you can git out iffen you wants to, ‘cause the government 
say you is free. If you wants to work I'll feed you and give you clothes but can’t 
pay you no money. I ain’t got none.” Humph, I didn’t know nothing what 
money was, nohow, but I knows I'll git plenty victuals to eat, so I stays till 
Old Marse die and Old Miss git shut of the place. Then I gits me a job farming, 
and when I gits too old for that I does this and that for white folks, like fixing 
yards. 

I’s black and just a poor old nigger, but I reverence my white folks ’cause 
they reared me up in the right way. If colored folks pay ’tention and listen to 
what the white folks tell them, the world be a heap better off. Us old niggers 
knows that’s the truth, too, ‘cause we larns respect and manners from our white 
folks, and on the great day of judgment my white folks is gwine to meet me 
and shake hands with me and be glad to see me. Yes, sir, that’s the truth! 


BANG! 


Yes, sir, everybody happy on Massa’s place till war begin. He have two sons, 
and Willie am ’bout eighteen and Dave am ’bout seventeen. They jines the 
army, and after bout a year, Massa jine too, and, of course, that make the missy 
awful sad. She have to ’pend on the overseer, and it wa'n’t like Massa keep 
things running. 

In the old days, if the niggers wants the party, Massa am the big toad in the 
puddle. And Christmas, it am the day for the big time. A tree am fix, and 
some present for everyone. The white preacher talk ‘bout Christ. Us have 
singing and ‘joyment all day. Then at night, the big fire builded, and all us 
sot round it. There am ‘bout hundred hog bladders save from hog killing. So, 
on Christmas night, the children takes them and puts them on the stick. First 
they is all blowed full of air and tied tight and dry. Then the children holds 
the bladder in the fire and pretty soon, “Banc!” they goes. That am the fire- 
works. 

That all changed after Massa go to war. First the ’Federate soldiers come 
and takes some mules and hosses, then some more come for the corn. After 
while, the Yankee soldiers comes and takes some more. When they gits 
through, they ain’t much more tooking to be done. The year ‘fore surrender, 
us am short of rations and sometime us hungry. Us sees no battling, but the 
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cannon bang all day. Once they bang two whole days ’thout hardly stopping. 
That am when Missy got touch in the head, ’cause Massa and the boys in that 
battle. She just walk round the yard and twist the hands and say, “They sure 
git kilt. They sure dead.” Then when extra loud noise come from the cannon, 
she scream. Then word come Willie am kilt. She gits over it, but she am the 
different woman. For her, it am trouble, trouble, and more trouble. 

She can’t sell the cotton. They done took al the rations, and us couldn’t eat 
the cotton. One day she tell us, “The war am on us. The soldiers done took 
the rations. I can’t sell the cotton, cause the blockade.” I don’t know what am 
that blockade, but she say it. “Now,” she say, “all you colored folks born and 
raise here, and us always been good to you. I can’t holp it ’cause rations am 
short, and I'll do all I can for you. Will you be patient with me?” All us stay 
there and holp Missy all us could. 

Then Massa come home and say, “You gwine be free. Far as I cares, you is 
free now, and can stay here and tough it through or go where you wants. I 
thanks you for all the way you’s done while I’s gone, and I'll holp you all I 
can.” Us all stay, and it sure am tough times. Us have ’most nothing to eat, and 
then the Ku Klux come round there. Massa say not mix with that crowd what 
lose the head, just stay to home and work. Some them niggers on other planta- 
tions ain’t keep the head, and they gits whupped and some gits kilt, but us 
does what Massa say and has no trouble with them Klux. 


CLOSE MEASURING 


‘Nother thing I ‘members when I was a little boy: That they was ’viding the 
corn after the surrender. Dr. DeGraffenreid measured the corn out to all of 
‘em what was share hands. He’d take a bushel and give ’em a bushel. When he 
‘most through he’d throw a ear of corn to this one, and give himself a ear; then 
he break a ear in two, and he take part and give them part. That was close 
measuring, I tell you. 


WE HAVE WHITE FOLKS’ EATS 
When Pappy sot free by Massa Albert McKinney, he didn’t have nothing— 


not even a shirt, so Massa Albert ‘lowed him stay and work round the planta- 
tion. One day fore we goes back to Crosby, Pappy come down to Galveston to 
see Mammy and us children, ‘cause he wants to take us back with him. He rid 
all the way on a mule, carrying a wallet what was thrown over the back of the 
mule like the pack saddle, and he gives it to Mammy. You know what was in 
that wallet? He brung a coon and possum and some corn dodger, ’cause he 
thinks we don’t have ‘nough to eat down there. Mammy she give one look at 
the stuff and say, “You, Tom, I’s staying right here with Old Missy Cunning- 
ham, and we has white folks’ eats,” and she throw the whole mess ‘way. I sure 
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HE SOLD HIS FIVE BOYS 


....I ‘members day of ’mancipation. Yankees told us we was free, and they 
call us up from the field to sign up and see if us wanted to stay on with ‘em. I 
stayed that year with the Moorings, then I bargain for land, but couldn’t never 
pay for it. Turned loose ’thout nothing. 

But they was a coal-black free-born nigger name George Wright had a 
floating mill right here on the ’Bigbee River, stayed at the point of the woods 
just bove the spring branch, and it did a good service. But he got in debt, and 
he sold his five boys. They was his own children, and he could sell ’em under 
the law. The names was Eber, Eli, Ezekiel, Enoch, and Ezra, and he sold ’em to 
the highest bidder right yonder front of the post office for cash. And Jack Tom 
was another free nigger here, and he bought some of ’em, and they others the 
white folks bought, and I never heard no complaint, and I seed ’em long as they 
lived. They was a heap of things went on. Some I likes to remember, some I 
don’t. But I’d rather be free now. I never seed Mr. Lincoln, but when they told 
me ’bout him, I thought he was partly God. 


THEY JUST EXPECTED FREEDOM 


They just expected freedom, all I ever heard. I know they didn’t expect the 
white folks to give them no land ’cause the man what owned the land bought 
it hisself fore he bought the hands what he put on it. They thought they was 
ruined bad enough when the hands left them. They kept the land, and that is 
about all there was left. What the Yankees didn’t take they wasted and set fire 
to it. They set fire to the rail fences so the stock would get out—all they didn’t | 
kill and take off. Both sides was mean. But it seemed like ‘cause they was 
fighting down here on the South’s ground it was the worst here. Now that’s 
just the way I sees it. They done one more thing too. They put any colored 
man in the front where he would get killed first, and they stayed sorta behind 
in the back lines. When they come along, they try to get the colored men to go 
with them, and that’s the way they got treated. I didn’t know where anybody 
was made to stay on after the war. They was lucky if they had a place to stay 
at. There wasn’t anything to do with if they stayed. Times was awful unsettled 
for a long time. People what went to the cities died. 1 don’t know, they caught 
diseases and changing the ways of eating and living I guess what done it. They 
died mighty fast for awhile. 1 knowed some of them, and I heard ’em talking. 

That period after the war was a hard time. It sure was harder than the de- 
pression. It lasted a long time. Folks got a lots now besides what they put up 
with then. Seemed like they thought if they be free they never have no work 
to do and just have plenty to eat and wear. They found it different, and when 
it was cold they had no wood like they been used to. I don’t believe in the 
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colored race being slaves ’cause of the color, but the war didn’t make times 
much better for a long time. Some of them had a worse time. So many soon 
got sick and died. They died of consumption and fevers and nearly froze. Some 
near ‘bout starved. The colored folks just scattered "bout hunting work after 
the war. 


THEN CAME THE CALM 


When freedom come, folks left home, out in the streets, crying, praying, 
singing, shouting, yelling, and knocking down everything. Some shot off big 
guns. Then come the calm. It was sad then. So many folks done dead, things 
tore up, and nowheres to go and nothing to eat, nothing to do. It got squally. 
Folks got sick, so hungry. Some folks starved nearly to death. Times got hard. 
We went to the washtub—onliest way we all could live. Ma was a cripple 
woman. Pa couldn’t find work for so long when he mustered out. 


I GOT ALONG HARD AFTER I WAS FREED 


I got along hard after I was freed. It is a hard matter to tell you what we 
could find or get. We used to dig up dirt in the smokehouse and boil it and 
dry it and sift it to get the salt to season our food with. We used to go out and 
get old bones that had been throwed away and crack them open and get the 


- marrow and use them to season the greens with. Just plenty of niggers then 
_ didn’t have anything but that to eat. 


Even in slavery times, there was plenty of niggers out of them three hundred 
slaves who had to break up old lard gourds and use them for meat. They had 


-- to pick up bones off the dunghill and crack them open to cook with. And then, 
~ of course, they’d steal. Had to steal. That the best way to git what they wanted. 


RECONSTRUCTION WAS A MIGHTY HARD PULL 


I was born in Edgefield County, South Carolina. I am eighty-five years old. 
I was born a slave of George Strauter. I remembers hearing them say, “Thank 
God, I’s free as a jay bird.” My ma was a slave in the field. I was eleven years 
old when freedom was declared. When I was little, Mr. Strauter whipped my 
ma. It hurt me bad as it did her. I hated him. She was crying. I chunked him 
with rocks. He run after me, but he didn’t catch me. There was twenty-five or 
thirty hands that worked in the field. They raised wheat, corn, oats, barley, 
and cotton. All the children that couldn’t work stayed at one house. Aunt Mat 
kept the babies and small children that couldn’t go to the field. He had a gin 
and a shop. The shop was at the fork of the roads. When the war come on, my 
papa went to build forts. He quit Ma and took another woman. When the 
war close, Ma took her four children, bundled ’em up and went to Augusta. 
The government give out rations there. My ma washed and ironed. People 
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died in piles. I don’t know till yet what was the matter. They said it was the 
change of living. I seen five or six wooden, painted coffins piled up on wagons 
pass by our house. Loads passed every day like you see cotton pass here. Some 
said it was cholera and some took consumption. Lots of the colored people 
nearly starved. Not much to get to do and not much houseroom. Several fam- 
ilies had to live in one house. Lots of the colored folks went up North and 
froze to death. They couldn’t stand the cold. They wrote back about them 
dying. No, they never sent them back. I heard some sent for money to come 
back. I heard plenty bout the Ku Klux. They scared the folks to death. People 
left Augusta in droves. About a thousand would all meet and walk going to 
hunt work and new homes. Some of them died. I had a sister and brother lost 
that way. I had another sister come to Louisiana that way. She wrote back. 

I don’t think the colored folks looked for a share of land. They never got 
nothing ’cause the white folks didn’t have nothing but barren hills left. About 
all the mules was wore out hauling provisions in the army. Some folks say they 
ought to done more for the colored folks when they left, but they say they was 
broke. Freeing all the slaves left ’em broke. 

That reconstruction was a mighty hard pull. Me and Ma couldn’t live. A 
man paid our ways to Carlisle, Arkansas, and we come. We started working 
for Mr. Emenson. He had a big store, teams, and land. We liked it fine, and J 
been here fifty-six years now. There was so much wild game, living was not so 
hard. If a fellow could get a little bread and a place to stay, he was all right. 
After I come to this state, I voted some. I have farmed and worked at odd jobs. 
I farmed mostly. Ma went back to her old master. He persuaded her to come 
back home. Me and her went back and run a farm four or five years before she 


died. Then I come back here. 
WHO WAS FREED BY THE WAR? 


When I was a boy we used to sing, “Rather be a nigger than a poor white 
man.” Even in slavery they used to sing that. It was the poor white man who 
was freed by the war, not the Negroes. 


FREEDMEN’S BUREAU 


When freedom was on, Papa went to Atlanta and got transportation to Chat- 
tanooga. I don’t know why. He met me and Mama. She picked me up and run 
away and met him. We went in a freight box. It had been a soldiers’ home— 
great big house. We et on the first story out of tin pans. We had white beans or 
peas, crackers and coffee. Meat and wheat and cornbread we never smelt at 
that place. Somebody ask him how we got there, and he showed them a ticket 
from the Freedmen’s Bureau in Atlanta. He showed that on the train every 
now and then. Upstairs they brought out a stack of wool blankets and started 
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the rows of beds. Each man took his three as he was numbered, Every night 
the same one got his own blankets. The room was full of beds, and white 
guards with a gun over his shoulder guarded them all night long. We stayed 
there a long time—nearly a year. They tried to get jobs fast as they could and 
push ‘em out, but it was slow work. Mama got a place to cook at—Mrs. Crutch- 
field’s. She run a hotel in town but lived in the country. We stayed there about 
a year. Papa was hired somewhere else there. 


I GOT MY MONEY, TOO 


I went down to Augusta to the Freedmen’s Bureau to see if ‘twas true we 
was free. I reckon there was over a hundred people there. The man got up and 
stated to the people: “You all is just as free as 1 am. You ain't got no mistress 
and no master. Work when you want.” On Sunday morning Old Master sent 
the house gal and tell us to all come to the house. 

He said: “What I want to send for you all is to tell you that you are free. 
You have the privilege to go anywhere you want, but I don’t want none of you 
to leave me now. I wants you-all to stay right with me. If you stay, you must 
sign to it.” 

I asked him: “What you want me to sign for? I is free.” 

“That will hold me to my word and hold you to your word,” he say. 

All my folks sign it, but I wouldn’t sign. Master call me up and say: “Willis, 
why wouldn’t you sign? I say: “If I is already free, I don’t need to sign no 
paper. If I was working for you and doing for you before I got free, I can do it 
still, if you wants me to stay with you.” 

My father and mother tried to git me to sign, but I wouldn’t sign. My mother 
said: “You oughta sign. How you know Master gwine pay?” I say: “Then I 
can go somewhere else.” 

Master pay first-class hands $15 a month, other hands $10, and then on down 
to $5 and $6. He give rations like they always have. When Christmas come, all 
come up to be paid off. Then he calls me. Ask where is me. I was standing 
round the corner of the house. “Come up here, Willis,” he say. “You didn’t sign 
that paper but I reckon I have to pay you too.” He paid me and my wife $180. 
I said: “Well, you-all thought he wouldn’t pay me, but I got my money too.” 

I stayed to my master’s place one year after the war, then I left there. Next 
year I decided I would quit there and go somewhere else. It was on account of 
my wife. You see, Master bougiit her off, as the highest bidder, down in 
Waynesboro, and she ain’t seen her mother and father for fifteen years. When 
she got free, she went down to see ‘em. Wa’n't willing to come back. "T'was on 
account of Mistress and her. They both had childrens, five-six year old. The 


childrens had disagreement. Mistress slap my gal. My wife sass the mistress. 
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But my master, he was as good a man as ever born. I wouldn’t have left him for 
nobody, just on account of his wife and her fell out..... 

J quit and goes over three miles to another widow lady’s house, and make 
bargain with her. I pass right by the door. Old Boss sitting on the piazza. He 
say: “Hey, boy, where you gwine?” I say: “I ’cided to go.” I was the foreman 
of the plow hands then. I saw to all the looking up, and things like that. He 
say: “Hold on there.” He come out to the gate. “Tell you what I give you to 
stay on here. I give you five acre of as good land as I got, and $30 a month to 
stay here and see to my business.”.... 

I say,.... “I can’t, Master. It don’t suit my wife round here. She won’t come 
back. I can’t stay.” 

He turn on me then, and busted out crying. “I didn’t thought I could raise 
up a darky that would talk that-a-way,” he said. Well, I went on off. I got the 
wagon and come by the house. Master say: “Now, you gwine off but don’t for- 
get me, boy. Remember me as you always done.” I said: “All right.” 

I went over to that widow lady’s house and work. Along about May I got 
sick. She say: “I going send for the doctor.” I say: “Please ma’am, don’t do 
that.” (I thought maybe he kill me ’cause I left him.) She say: “Well, I gwine 
send for him.” I in desperate condition. When I know anything, he walk up in 
the door. I was laying with my face toward the door, and I turn over. 

Doctor come up to the bed. “Boy, how you getting on?” “I bad off,” I say. 
He say: “See you is. Yeh.” Lady say: “Doctor, what you think of him?” Doctor 
say: “Mistress, it ‘most too late, but I do all I can.” She say: “Please do all you 
can, he ‘bout the best hand I got.” 

Doctor fix up medicine and told her to give it to me. 

She say: “Uncle Will, take this medicine.” I ’fraid to take it. Fraid he was 
trying to kill me. Then two men, John and Charlie, come in. Lady say: “Get 
this medicine in Uncle Will.” One of the men hold my hand, and they gag me 
and put it in me. Next few days I can talk and ax for something to eat, so I git 
better. (I say: “Well, he didn’t kill me when I took the medicine!”) 

I stayed there with her..... Next year I move right back in two miles, other 
side where I always live, with another lady. I stay there three year. Got along 
all right. When I left from there, I left there with $300 and plenty corn and hog. 
Everything I want, and three hundred cash dollars in my pocket! 


AFTER FREEDOM 


Right after freedom, my father plaited baskets and mats. He shucked mops, 
put handles on rakes, and did things like that in addition to his farming. He 
was a blacksmith all the time, too. He used to plait collars for mules. He 
farmed and got his harvests in season. The other things would be a help to him 
between times. 
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My father came here because he thought that there was a better situation 
here than in Georgia. Of course, the living was better there because they had 
plenty of fruit. Then he worked on a third and fourth. He got one bale of 
cotton out of every three he made. The slaves left many a plantation, and they 
would grow up in weeds. When a man would clear up the ground like this and 
plant it down in something, he would get al‘ he planted on it. That was in 
addition to the ground that he would contrac: to plant. He used to plant rice, 
peas, potatoes, corn, and anything else he wanted too. It was all hisn so long as 
it was on extra ground he cleared up. 

But they said, “Cotton grows as high as a man in Arkansas.” Then they paid 
a man $2.50 for picking cotton here in Arkansas, while they just paid about 
40 cents in Georgia. So my father came here. Times was good when we come 
here. The old man cleared five bales of cotton for himself his first year, and he 
raised his own corn. He bought a pony and a cow and a breeding hog out of 
the first year’s money. He died about thirty-five years ago. 

When I was coming along, I did public work after I became a grown man. 
First year I made crops with him and cleared two bales for myself at 124 cents 
a pound. The second year I hired out by the month at $45 per month and board. 
I had to buy my clothes, of course. After seven years I went to doing work as a 
millwright here in Arkansas. I stayed at that eighteen months. Then I steam- 
boated. 

We had a captain on that steamboat that never called any man by his name. 
We rolled cotton down the hill to the boat and loaded it on, and if you weren’t 
a good man, that cotton got wet. I never wetted my cotton. But just the same, 
I heard what the others heard. One day after we had finished loading, I 
thought I'd tell him something. The men advised me not to. He was a rough 
man, and he carried a gun in his pocket and a gun in his shirt. I walked up to 
him and said, “Captain, I don’t know what your name is, but I know you’s a 
white man. I’m a nigger, but I got a name just like you have. My name's 
Webb. If you call ‘Webb,’ I’ll come just as quick as I will for any other name 
and a lot more willing. If you don’t want to say ‘Webb,’ you can just say “Let's 
go,’ and you'll find me right there.” He looked at me a moment, and then he 
said, “Where you from?” I said, “I’m from Georgia, but I came on this boat 
from Little Rock.” He put his arm around my shoulder and said, “Come on 
upstairs.” We had two or three drinks upstairs, and he said, “You and your 
pardner are the only two men I have that is worth a damn.” Then he said, 
“But you are right; you have a namc, and you have a right to be called by it.” 
And from then on, he quit calling us out of our names. 

But I only stayed on the boat six months. It wasn’t because of the captain. 
Them niggers was bad. They gambled all the time, and I gambled with them. 
But they wouldn't stop at that. They would argue and fight and cut and shoot. 
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A man would shoot a man down and then kick him off into the river. Then 
when there was roll call, nobody would know what became of him. I didn’t 
like that. I knew that I was going to kill somebody if I stayed on that boat 
‘cause I didn’t intend for nobody to kill me. So I stopped. 

After that, I went back to the man that I worked for the month for, and I 
stayed with him till I married. I took care of the stock. I was only married 
once. My wife died the fourteenth of October. We had three children, and 
I have one daughter living. 


THAT WAS MY FREEDOM 


I didn’t know it was freedom till one day when I was about fourteen or 
fifteen years old—judging from my size and what I done. I went off to a spring 
to wash. I had one pot of clothes to boil and another just out of the pot to rub 
and rinse. A girl come to tell me Mrs. Field had company and wanted me to 
come cook dinner. I didn’t go but told her I would be on and cook dinner soon 
as I could turn loose the washing. There was two colored girls and a white girl 
could done the cooking, but I was a good cook. The girl put on the water for 
me to scald the chicken soon as she went to the house. When I got there, Mrs. 
Field Mathis had a handful of switches corded together to beat me. I picked 
up the pan of boiling water to scald the chickens in. She got scared of me, told 
me to put the pan down. I didn’t do it. I didn’t aim to hurt her. I wouldn't 
throwed that boiling water on nothing. She sent to the store for her husband. 
He come, and I told him how it was about the clothes and three girls there 
could cook without me. He got mad at her and said: “Mary Agnes, she is as free 
as you are or I am. I’m not going to ever hurt her again, and you better not.” 
That is the first I ever heard about freedom. It had been freedom a long time. 
I don’t know how long then. 

I stayed on, washed out the clothes and strung them up that evening. I 
ironed all the clothes and cooked the rest of the week. Mr. Field got me a good 
home with some colored folks. He told me if I would go there, he never would 
let nobody bother me and he never would mistreat me no more. I worked some 
for them, but they paid me. She ought to thought a heap of me the way I 
cooked and worked for her. That was my freedom. I was sold on a platform to 
Mr. Mathis. 

TOBY AND GOVIE 


I worked for Massa ‘bout four years after freedom, ‘cause he forced me to, 
said he couldn’t ’ford to let me go. His place was near ruint, the fences burnt, 
and the house would have been, but it was rock. There was a battle fought 
near his place, and I taken Missy to a hideout in the mountains to where her 
father was, ‘cause there was bullets flying everywhere. When the war was over, 
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Massa come home and says, “You son of a gun, you’s supposed to be free, but 
you ain't, cause I ain’t gwine give you freedom.” So I goes on working for him 
till I gits the chance to steal a hoss from him. The woman I wanted to marry, 
Govie, she ’cides to come to Texas with me. Me and Govie, we rides that hoss 
‘most a hundred miles, then we turned him a-loose and give him a scare back 
to his house, and come on foot the rest the way to Texas. 

All we had to eat was what we could beg, and sometimes we went three 
days without a bite to eat. Sometimes we'd pick a few berries. When we got 
cold we'd crawl in a brushpile and hug up close together to keep warm. Once 
in awhile we'd come to a farmhouse, and the man let us sleep on cottonseed in 
his barn, but they was far and few between, ‘cause they wasn’t many houses 
in the country them days like now. 

When we gits to Texas, we gits married, but all they was to our wedding am 
we just grees to live together as man and wife. I settled on some land, and we 
cut some trees and split them open and stood them on end with the tops to- 
gether for our house. Then we deadened some trees, and the land was ready to 
farm. There was some wild cattle and hogs, and that’s the way we got our 
start, caught some of them and tamed them. 

I don’t know as I ’spected nothing from freedom, but they turned us out like 
a bunch of stray dogs, no homes, no clothing, no nothing, not ’nough food to 
last us one meal. After we settles on that place, I never seed man or woman, 
‘cept Govie, for six years, ’cause it was a long ways to anywhere. All we liad 
to farm with was sharp sticks. We'd stick holes and plant corn, and when it 
come up we'd punch up the dirt round it. We didn’t plant cotton, ’cause we 
couldn’t eat that. I] made bows and arrows to kill wild game with, and we never 
went to a store for nothing. We made our clothes out of animal skins. 


RUNNING AWAY 


I was free a long time "fore I knew it. My mistress still hired me out, till 
one day in talking to the woman she hired me to, “God bless her soul,” she 
told me, “Fannie, you are free, and I don’t have to pay your master for you 
now. You stay with me.” She didn’t give me no money but let me stay there 
and work for victuals and clothes ‘cause I ain’t had nowhere to go. Jesus, Jesus, 
God help us! Um, um, um! You children don’t know. I didn’t say nothing 
when she was telling me, but done ’cided to leave her and go back to the white 
folks that first own me. 

I plan to ‘tend a big dance. Let me see, I think it was on a Thursday night. 
Somehow it took and got out, you know how gals will talk, and it got to Old 
Bill Duffey’s ears (old dog) and, baby, do you know—mind you, ‘twa’n’t slav- 
ery time—but the woman got so mad ’cause I runned away from her that she 
get a whole passel of ‘em out looking for me. There was a boy who heard ’em 
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talking and saying they was going to kill me if I were found. I will never forget 
this boy come up to me while I was dancing with another man and said, ““No- 
body knows where you are, Miss Moore. They is looking for you, and is gwine 
kill you, so you come on with me.” Have mercy, have mercy, my Lord. Honey, 
you can just ’magine my feeling for a minute. I couldn’t move. You know the 
gals and boys all got round me and told me to go with Skewball, that he 
would show me the way to my old mistress’ house. Out we took, and we ran 
one straight mile up the road, then through the woods, then we had to go 
through a straw field. That field seem like three miles. After then, we met an- 
other skit of woods. Miss Sue, baby, my eyes (ha! ha! ha!) was bucked, and, 
too, if it is such a thing as being so scared your hair stand on your head, I know 
mine did. And that wasn’t all. That boy and me puffed and sweated like bulls. 
Was feared to stop ’cause we might have been tracked. 

At last we neared the house, and I started throwing rocks on the porch. 
Child, I look and heard that white woman when she hit that floor, bouncing 
out that bed. She must felt that I was coming back to her. She called all the 
men and had ’em throw a rope to me, and they drawed me up a piece to the 
window, then I held my arms up and they snatched me in. Honey, Skewball 
fled to the woods. I ain't never heard nothing ’bout him. And do you know, I 
didn’t leave that woman’s house no more for fifteen years. 


PEONAGE 
I 


After Sherman come through Atlanta, he let the slaves go, and when he did, 
me and some of the other slaves went back to our old masters. Old Man Gov- 
ernor Brown was my boss man. After the war was over, Old Man Gordon took 
me and some of the others out to Mississippi. I stayed in peonage out there for 
‘bout forty years. I was located at just ‘bout forty miles south of Greenwood, 
and I worked on the plantations of Old Man Sara Jones and Old Man Gordon. 

I couldn’t git away ‘cause they watched us with guns all the time. When the 
levee busted, that kinda freed me. Man, they was devils; they wouldn’t ‘low 
you to go nowhere—not even to church. You done good to git something to 
eat. They wouldn’t give you no clothes, and if you got wet you just had to lay 
down in what you got wet in. 

And, man, they would whup you in spite of the devil. You had to ask to git 
water—if you didn’t they would stretch you ‘cross a barrel and wear you out. 
If you didn’t work in a hurry, they would whup you with a strap that had 
five-six holes in it. I ain’t talking ‘bout what ] heard—I’m talking ‘bout what I 
done seed. 

One time they sent me on Old Man Mack Williams’ farm here in Jasper 
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County, Georgia. That man would kill you sure. If that little branch on his 
plantation could talk it would tell many a tale bout folks being knocked in the 
head. I done seen Mack Williams kill folks, and I done seen him have folks 
killed. One day he told me that if my wife had been goodlooking, I never would 
sleep with her again ’cause he’d kill me and take her and raise childrens offen 
her. They used to take women away from tl-eir husbands, and put with some 
other man to breed just like they would dc cattle. They always kept a man 
penned up, and they used him like a stud hoss. 

When you didn’t do right, Old Mack Williams would shoot you or tie a 
chain round your neck and throw you in the river. He’d git them other niggers 
to carry them to the river, and if they didn’t, he’d shoot ‘em down. Any time 
they didn’t do what he said, he would shoot ’em down. He’d tell em to “Catch 
that nigger,” and they would do it. Then he would tell ’em to put the chain 
round their neck and throw ’em in the river. I ain’t heard this—I done seen it. 


II 


The owners went to work and notified the slaves that they were free. After 
the proclamation was issued, the government had agents who went all through 
the country to see if the slaves had been freed. They would see how the procla- 
mation was being carried out. They would ask them, “How are you working?” 
“You are free.” “What are you getting?” Some of them would say, “I ain’t 
getting nothing now.” Well, the agent would take that up, and they would 
have that owner up before the government. Maybe he would be working peo- 
ple for a year and giving them nothing before they found him out. There are 
some places where they have them cases yet. Where they have people on the 
place and ain’t paying them nothing. 


CARRYING ON WITH FREE LABOR 


Yes, sir, us had a bold, driving, pushing master but not a hardhearted one. 
I sorry when military come and arrest him. It was this-a-way: Him try to carry 
on with free labor, bout like him did in slavery. Chester was in military district 
No. 2. The whole state was under that military government. Old Master went 
to the field and cuss a nigger woman for the way she was working, chopping 
cotton. She turned on him with the hoe and gashed him ‘bout the head wich 
it. Him pull out his pistol and shot her. Dr. Babcock say the wound in the 
woman not serious. They swore out a warrant for Master Biggers, arrest him 
with a squad, and take him to Churleston, where him had nigger jailors and 
was kicked and cuffed "bout like a dog. They say the only thing he had to eat 
was corn-meal mush brought round to him and other nice white folks in a tub, 
and it was ladled out to them through the iron railing into the palms of their 
hands. Mistress stuck by him, went and stayed down there. The filthy prison 
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and hard treatments broke him down, and when he did get out and come 
home, him passed over the River of Jordan, where I hopes and prays his soul 
finds rest. Mistress say one time they threatened her down there, that if she 
didn’t get up $10,000, they would send him where she would never see him 
again. 

HOW WE GOT AWAY FROM OLD MAN BIAS 


My mammy was scared of Old Tom Bias as if he was a bear. She worked in 
the field all day and come in at night and help with the stock. After supper 
they made her spin cloth. Massa fed well ’nough, but made us wear our old 
lowell clothes till they ’most fell off us. We was treated just like animals, but 
some owners treated they stock better’n Old Tom Bias handled my folks. I 
still got a scar over my right eye where he put me in the dark two months. We 
had a young cow, and when she had her first calf they sent me to milk her, and 
she kicked me and run me round a little pine tree, fighting and trying to hook 
me. Massa and Missy standing in the gate all the time, hollering to me to make 
the cow stand still. I got clost to her, and she kicked me off the stool, and I run 
to the gate, and Massa grab me and hit me ’cross the eye with a leather strap, 
and I couldn’t see out my right eye for two months. He am dead now, but I’s 
gwine tell the truth bout the way we was treated. 

I could hear the guns shooting in the war. It sound like a thunderstorm when 
them cannons booming. Didn’t nary one our menfolks go to war. ] know my 
brother say, “Annie, when them cannons stops booming, we’s gwine be all 
freed from Old Massa Tom’s beatings.” 

But Massa wouldn’t let us go after surrender. My mammy pretends to go to 
town and takes Frank and goes to Mansfeld and asks the Progoe [Provost | 
Marshal what to do. He say we’s free as Old Man Tom and didn’t have to stay 
no more. Frank stays in town, and Mammy brings a paper from the Progoe, 
but she’s scared to give it to Massa Tom. Me and James out in the yard making 
soap. I’s toting water from the spring, and James fetching firewood to put 
round the pot. Mammy tells James to keep going next time he goes after wood, 
and her and me come round nother way and meets him down the road. That 
how we got ‘way from Old Man Bias. Me and Mammy walks off and leaves 
a pot of soap biling in the backyard. We sot our pails down at the spring and 
cuts through the field and meets James down the big road. We left ’bout ten 
o’clock that morning and walks all day till it starts to git dark. 

Then we comes to a white man’s house and asks could we stay all night. 
He give us a good supper and let us sleep in his barn and breakfast next 
morning, and his wife fixes up some victuals in a box, and we starts to Mans- 
field. We was scared ‘most to death when we come to that man’s house, fear 
he’d take us back to Old Man Bias. But we had to have something to eat from 
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somewheres. When Mammy tells him how we left Old Man Bias, he says, 
“That damn rascal ought to be Ku Kluxed.” He told us not to be ’fraid. 

We come to Mansfield and finds Frank, and Mammy hires me and James 
out to a white widow lady in Mansfield, and she sure a good, sweet soul. She 
told Mammy to come on and stay there with us till she git a job. We stayed 
with her two years. 


HE WAS POOR AND HE HATED NEGROES 


I was born in Arkansas in slavery time beyond Des Arc. My parents was sold 
in Mississippi. They was brought to Arkansas. I never seed my father after 
the closing of the war. He had been refugeed to Texas and come back here, 
then he went on back to Mississippi. Mama had seventeen children. She had six 
by my stepfather. When my stepfather was mustered out at De Valls Bluff, he 
come to Miss [ Mrs.] Holland’s and got Mama and took her on with him. I was 
give to Miss Holland’s daughter. She married a Cargo. The Hollands raised me 
and my sister. I never seen Mama after she left. My mother was Jane Holland, 
and my father was Smith Woodson. They lived on different places here in 
Arkansas. I had a hard time. I was awfully abused by the old man that married 
Miss Betty. She was my young mistress. He was poor and hated Negroes. He 
said they didn’t have no feeling. He drunk all the time. He never had been 
used to Negroes, and he didn’t like em. He was a middle-age man, but Miss 
Betty Holland was in her teens. 

No, Mama didn’t have as hard a time as I had. She was Miss Holland’s cook 
and washwoman. Miss Betty told her old husband, “Papa don’t beat his Ne- 
groes. He is good to his Negroes.” He worked overseers in the field. Nothing 
Miss Betty ever told him done a bit of good. He didn’t have no feeling. I had to 
go in a trot all the time. I was scared to death of him—he beat me so. I’m 
scarred up all over now where he lashed me. He would strip me stark naked 
and tie my hands crossed and whup me till the blood ooze out and drip on the 
ground when I walked. The flies blowed me time and again. Miss Betty catch 
him gone, would grease my places and put turpentine on them to kill the places 
blowed. He kept a bundle of hickory switches at the house all the time. Miss 
Betty was good to me. She would cry and beg him to be good to me. 

One time the cow kicked over my milk. I was scared not to take some milk 
to the house, so I went to the spring and put some water in the milk. He was 
snooping round somewhere and seen me. He beat me nearly to death. I never 
did know what suit him and what wouldn't. Didn’t nothing please him. He 
was a poor man, never been used to nothing and took spite on me everything 
happened. They didn’t have no children while I was there, but he did have a 
boy before he died. He died "fore I left Dardanelle. When Miss Betty Holland 
married Mr. Cargo, she lived close to Dardanelle. That is where he was so 
mean to me. He lived in the deer- and bear-hunting country. 
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He went to town to buy them some things for Christmas good while after 
freedom—a couple or three years. Two men come there deer-hunting every 
year. One time he had beat me before them, and on their way home they went 
to the Freedmen’s Bureau and told how he beat me and what he done it for— 
biggitiness. He was a biggity-acting and braggy-talking old man. When he 
got to town, they asked him if he wasn’t hiding a little Negro girl, ask if he sent 
me to school. He come home. I slept on a bed made down at the foot of their 
bed. That night he told his wife what all he said and what all they ask him. 
He said he would kill whoever come there bothering about me. He been telling 
that about. He told Miss Betty they would fix me up and let me go stay a week 
at my sister’s Christmas. He went back to town, bought me the first shoes I had 
had since they took me. They was brogan shoes. They put a pair of his sock on 
me. Miss Betty made the calico dress for me and made a body out of some of 
his pants legs and quilted the skirt part, bound it at the bottom with red flannel. 
She made my things nice—put my underskirt in a little frame and quilted it 
so it would be warm. Christmas day was a bright warm day. In the morning 
when Miss Betty dressed me up I was so proud. He started me off and told 
me how to go. 

I got to the big creek. I got down in the ditch—couldn’t get across. I was 
running up and down it looking for a place to cross. A big old mill was up on 
the hill. I could see it. I seen three men coming, a white man with a gun and 
two Negro men on horses or mules. I heard one say, “Yonder she is.” Another 
said, “It don’t look like her.” One said, “Call her.” One said, “Margaret.” I 
answered. They come to me and said, “Go to the mill and cross on a foot log.” 
I went up there and crossed and got up on a stump behind my brother-in-law 
on his horse. I didn’t know him. The white man was the man he was share- 
cropping with. They all lived in a big yard-like close together. I hadn’t seen 
my sister before in about four years. Mr. Cargo told me if I wasn’t back at his 
house New Year’s day he would come after me on his horse and run me every 
step of the way home. It was nearly twenty-five miles. He said he would give 
me the worst whupping I ever got in my life. 1 was going back, scared not to 
be back. Had no other place to live. 

When New Year day come, the white man locked me up in a room in his 
house, and I stayed in there two days. They brought me plenty to eat. I slept 
in there with their children. Mr. Cargo never come after me till March. He 
didn’t see me when he come. It started in raining and cold, and the roads was 
bad. When he come in March, I seen him. I knowed him. I lay down and 
covered up in leaves. They was deep. I had been in the woods getting sweet 
gum when I seen him. He scared me. He never seen me. This white man 
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bound me to his wife’s friend for a year to keep Mr. Cargo from getting me 
back. The woman at the house and Mr. Cargo had war nearly about me. I 
missed my whuppings. I never got home that whole year. It was Mrs. Brown 
twenty miles from Dardanelle they bound me over to. I never got no more 
than the common run of Negro children, but they wasn’t mean to me. 
When I was at Cargos’, he wouldn’t buy me shoes. Miss Betty would have, 
but in them days the man was head of his house. Miss Betty made me moccasins 
to wear out in the snow—made them out of old rags and pieces of his pants. 
I had risings on my feet, and my feet frostbite till they was solid sores. He 
would take his knife and stob my risings to see the matter pop ‘way out. The 
ice cut my feet. He cut my foot on the side with a cowhide nearly to the bone. 
Miss Betty catch him outa sight, would doctor my feet. Seem iike she was 
scared of him. He wasn’t none too good to her. He told his wife the Freedmen’s 
Bureau said turn that Negro girl loose. She didn’t want me to leave her. He 
despised nasty Negroes he said. One of them fellows what come for me had 
been to Cargos’ and seen me. He was the Negro man come to show Patsy’s 
husband and his sharecropper where I was at. He whupped me twice before 
them deer hunters. They visited him every spring and fall, hunting deer, but 
they reported him to the Freedmen’s Bureau. They knowed he was showing 
off. He overtook me on a horse one day, four or five years after I left there. I 
was on my way from school. I was grown. He wanted me to come back live 
with them. Said Miss Betty wanted to see me so bad. I was so scared, I lied to 
him and said “Yes” to all he said. He wanted to come get me a certain day. I 
lied about where I lived. He went to the wrong place to get me, I heard. I was 
afraid to meet him on the road. He died at Dardanelle before I come away..... 


DEVILS AND GOOD PEOPLE WALKED THE ROAD 


That was the way it worked. They was all kinds of white folks, just like they 
is now. One man in Secesh clothes would shoot you if you tried to run away. 
Maybe another Secesh would help slip you out to the underground and say, 
“God bless you, poor black devil,” and some of them that was poor would help 
you if you could bring ’em something you stole, like a silver dish or spoons or 
a couple big hams. I couldn’t blame them poor white folks, with the men in the 
war and the women and children hungry. The niggers didn’t belong to them 
nohow, and they had to live somehow. But now and then they was a devil on 
earth, walking in the sight of God and spreading iniquity before him. He was 
the low-down Secesh that would take what a poor runaway nigger had to give 
for his chance to git away, and then give him ’structions that would lead him 
right into the hands of the patrollers and git him caught or shot! 

Yes, that’s the way it was. Devils and good people walking in the road at the 
same time, and nobody could tell one from t’other. 
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THE EQUALIZATION WAR 


The first war was "bout freedom and the war right after tt was equalization. 





JORDAN HAD A HARD TIME 


Mammy married a man named Jordan when I was a little baby. He was 
the overlooker and went off to the Yankees, when they come for foraging 
through that country the first time. 

He served in the Negro regiment in the battle at Fort Piller and a lot of 
Secesh was killed in that battle, so when the war was over and Jordan come 
back home, he was a changed nigger, and all the whites and a lot of the niggers 
hated him. All ’cepting Old Master, and he never said a word out of the way 
to him. Just told him to come on and work on the place as long as he wanted 
to. 

But Jordan had a hard time, and he brung it on hisself, I reckon. 

‘Bout the first thing, he went down to Wildersville Schoolhouse, about a 
mile from Wildersville, to a nigger and carpetbagger convention and took me 
and Mammy along. That was the first picnic and the first brass band I ever see. 
The band men was all white men, and they still had on their blue soldier 
clothes. 

Lots of the niggers there had been in the Union army, too, and they had on 
parts of their army clothes. They took them out from under their coats and 
their wagon seats and put them on for the picnic. 

There was a saloon over in Wildersville, and a lot of them went over there, 
but they was scared to go in, most of them. But a colored delegate named Tay- 
lor and my pappy went in and ordered a drink. The bartender didn’t pay them 
no mind. 

Then a white man named Billy Britt walked up and throwed a glass of 
whiskey in Jordan’s face and cussed him for being in the Yankee army. Then 
a white man from the North named Pearson took up the fight, and him and 
Jordan jumped on Billy Britt, but the crowd stopped them and told Pappy to 
git on back to where he come from. . 

He got elected a delegate at the convention and went on down to Nashville 
and helped nominate Brownlow for governor. Then he couldn’t come back 
home for a while, but finally he did. 

Old Master was uneasy about the way things was going on, and he come out 
to the farm and stayed in the big house a while. 

One day in broad daylight he was on the gallery, and down the road come 
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‘bout twenty bushwhackers in Secesh clothes on horses and rid up to the gate. 
Old Master knowed all of them, and Captain Clay Taylor, who had been 
the master of the nigger delegate, was at the head of them. 

They had Jordan Pyles tied with a rope and walked along on the ground 
betwixt two horses. 

“Where you taking my nigger?” Old Mater say. He run down off the gal- 
lery and out in the road. 

“He ain’t your nigger no more—you know that,” Old Captain Taylor holler 
back. 

“He just as much my nigger as that Taylor nigger was your nigger, and 
you ain’t laid hands on him! Now you just have pity on my nigger!” 

“Your nigger Jordan been in the Yankee army, and he was in the battle at 
Fort Piller and help kill our white folks, and you know it!” Old Captain Tay- 
lor say and argue on like that, but Old Master just take hold his bridle and 
shake his head. 

“No, Clay,” he say, “that boy maybe didn’t kill Confederates but you and him 
- both know my two boys killed plenty Yankees, and you forgot I lost one of 
my boys in the war. Ain’t that enough to pay for letting my nigger alone?” 

And Old Captain Taylor give the word to turn Jordan loose, and they rid on 
down the road. 

That’s one reason my stepdaddy never did leave Old Master’s place, and I 
stayed on there till I was grown and had children. 


KU KLUX 


I 


I never will forgit when they hung Cy Guy. They hung him for a scandalous 
insult to a white woman, and they comed after him a hundred strong. 

They tries him there in the woods, and they scratches Cy’s arm to git some 
blood, and with that blood they writes that he shall hang tween the heavens 
and the earth till he am dead, dead, dead, and that any nigger what takes 
down the body shall be hunged too. 

Well, sir, the next morning there he hung, right over the road, and the 
sentence hanging over his head. Nobody’d bother with that body for four 
days, and there it hung, swinging in the wind, but the fourth day the sheriff 


comes and takes it down. 


There was Ed and Cindy, who ‘ore the war belonged to Mr. Lynch, and 
after the war he told ’em to move. He gives em a month, and they ain’t gone, 
so the Ku Kluxes gits ‘em. 

It was on a cold night when they comed and drugged the niggers outen bed. 
They carried ’em down in the woods and whup them, then they throws ‘em in 
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the pond, their bodies breaking the ice. Ed come out and come to our house, 
but Cindy ain’t been seed since. 

Sam Allen in Caswell County was told to move, and after a month the 
hundred Ku Klux come a-toting his casket, and they tells him that his time has 
come and iffen he want to tell his wife goodbye and say his prayers hurry up. 

They set the coffin on two chairs, and Sam kisses his old woman who am 
a-crying, then he kneels down side of his bed with his head on the pillow and 
his arms throwed out front of him. 

He sets there for a minute and when he riz he had a long knife in his hand. 
Fore he could be grabbed he done kill two of the Ku Kluxes with the knife, 
and he done gone outen the door. They ain’t catch him neither, and the next 
night when they comed back, termined to git him, they shot another nigger by 
accident..... 

I know one time Miss Hendon inherits a thousand dollars from her pappy’s 
state, and that night she goes with her sweetheart to the gate, and on her way 
back to the house she gits knocked in the head with a axe. She screams, and her 
two nigger servants, Jim and Sam, runs and saves her, but she am robbed. 

Then she tells the folkses that Jim and Sam am the guilty parties, but her 
little sister swears that they ain’t, so they gits out of it. 

After that they finds out that it am five mens—Atwater, Edwards, Andrews, 
Davis, and Markham. The preacher comes down to where they am hanging to 
preach their funeral, and he stands there while lightning plays round the dead 
men’s heads and the wind blows the trees, and he preaches such a sermon as I 
ain’t never heard before. 

Bob Boylan falls in love with another woman, so he burns his wife and four 
young-uns up in their house. 

The Ku Kluxes gits him, of course, and they hangs him high on the old red 
oak on the Hillsboro road. After they hunged him, his lawyer says to us boys, 
“Bury him good, boys, just as good as you'd bury me iffen I was dead.” 

I shook hands with Bob ’fore they hunged him, and I helped to bury him 
too, and we bury him nice, and we all hopes that he done gone to glory. 


II 


After us colored folks was ’sidered free and turned loose, the Klu Klux broke 
out. Some colored people started to farming, like I told you, and gathered the 
old stock. If they got so they made good money and had a good farm, the Klu 
Klux would come and murder ’em. The government builded schoolhouses, 
and the Klu Klux went to work and burned ’em down. They’d go to the jails 
and take the colored men out and knock their brains out and break their necks 
and throw ’em in the river. 

_ There was a colored man they taken, his name was Jim Freeman. They 
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taken him and destroyed his stuff and him ‘cause he was making some money. 
Hung him on a tree in his front yard, right in front of his cabin. 

There was some colored young men went to the schools they’d opened by 
the government. Some white woman said someone had stole something of hers, 
so they put them young men in jail. The Klu Klux went to the jail and took ’em 
out and killed ’em. That happened the seconc year after the war. 

After the Klu Kluxes got so strong, the colared men got together and 
made the complaint before the law. The governor told the law to give ’em the 
old guns in the commissary, what the Southern soldiers had used, so they 
issued the colored men old muskets and said protect themselves. They got to- 
gether and organized the militia and had leaders like regular soldiers. They 
didn’t meet ’cept when they heared the Klu Kluxes was coming to get some 
colored folks. Then they was ready for ’em. They'd hide in the cabins, and 
then’s when they found out who a lot of them Klu Kluxes was, ’cause a lot of 
’em was kilt. They wore long sheets and covered the hosses with sheets so you 
couldn’t recognize em. Men you thought was your friend was Klu Kluxes, and 
you'd deal with ’em in stores in the daytime, and at night they’d come out to 
your house and kill you. I never took part in none of the fights, but I heared the 
others talk ‘bout them, but not where them Klu Klux could hear ’em. 

One time they had twelve men in jail, ‘cused of robbing white folks. All 
was white in jail but one, and he was colored. The Klu Kluxes went to the 
jailor’s house and got the jail key and got them men out and carried ’em to the 
river bridge, in the middle. Then they knocked their brains out and threw 
’em in the river. 

Ii] 


The Ku Klux got after Uncle Will once. He was a brave man, He had a little 
mare that was a race horse. Will rode right through the bunch before they ever 
realized that it was him. He got on the other side of them. She [i.e., the mare] 
was gone! They kept on after him. They went down to his house one night. He 
wouldn’t run for nothing. He shot two of them, and they went away. Then he 
was out of ammunition. People urged him to leave, for they knew he didn’t 
have no more bullets; but he wouldn’t, and they came back and killed him. 

They came down to Hancock County one night, and the boys hid on both 
sides of the bridge. When they got in the middle of the bridge, the boys com- 
menced to fire on them from both sides, and they jumped into the river. The 
darkies went on home when they got through shooting at them; but there 
wasn’t no more Ku Klux in Hancock County. The better-thinking white folks 
got together and stopped it. 

The Ku Klux kept the niggers scared. They cowed them down so that they 
wouldn't go to the polls. I stood there one night when they were counting bal- 
lots. I belonged to the County Central Committee. I went in and stood and 
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looked. Our ballot was long; theirs was short. I stood and seen Clait Turner 
calling their names from our ballots. I went out and got Rube Turner, and 
then we both went back. They couldn’t call the votes that they had put down 
they had. Rube saw it. 

Then they said, “Are you going to contest this?” 

Rube said, “Yes.” But he didn’t because it would have cost too much money. 
Rube was chairman of the committee. 

The Ku Klux did a whole lot to keep the niggers away from the polls in 
Washington and Baldwin counties. They killed a many a nigger down there. 

They hanged a Ku Klux for killing his wife, and he said he didn’t mind 
being hung, but he didn’t want a damn nigger to see him die. 

But they couldn’t keep the niggers in Hancock County away from the polls. 
There was too many of them. 


YOUR OLD HORSE AIN’T NO GOOD 


When the war ended up, most all the niggers stay with Old Master and work 
on the shares, until the land git divided up and sold off and the young niggers 
git scattered to town. 

I never did have no truck with the Ku Kluckers, but I had to step mighty 
high to keep outen it! The sure ’nough Kluxes never did bother around us 
‘cause we minded our own business and never give no trouble. 

We wouldn’t let no niggers come round our place talking ‘bout delegates 
and voting, and we just all stayed on the place. But they was some low white 
trash and some devilish niggers made out like they was Ku Klux ranging 
round the country, stealing hosses and taking things. Old Master said they 
wasn't sure enough, so I reckon he knowed who the regular ones was. 

These bunches that come around robbing got into our neighborhood, and 
Old Master told me I better not have my old horse at the house, ‘cause if I had 
him they would know nobody had been there stealing and it wouldn’t do no 
good to hide anything ‘cause they would tear up the place hunting what I had 
and maybe whip or kill me. 

“Your old hoss ain’t no good, Tony, and you better kill him to make them 
think you already been raided on,” Old Master told me, so I led him out and 
knocked him in the head with an axe, and then we hid all our grub and waited 
for the Kluckers to come ‘most any night, but they never did come. I borried a 
hoss to use in the day and took him back home every night for about a year. 


PRAYING JIM JESUS 


The Yankees rode three years over the county in squads, and colored folks 
didn’t know they was free. I have seen them in their old uniforms riding 
around when I was a child. White folks started talking about freedom ‘fore the 
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darkies and turning them loose with the clothes they had on and what they 
could tote away. No land, no home, no place; they roamed around. 

When it was freedom, the thing Papa done was go to a place and start out 
sharecropping. Folks had no horses or mules. They had to plow new ground 
with oxen. I plowed when I was a girl, plowed oxen. If you had horses or 
mules and the Yankees come along three or four years after the war, they 
would swap horses, ride a piece, and if they had a chance swap horses again. 
Stealing went on during and long after the war. 

The Ku Klux was awful in South Carolina. The colored folks had no church 
to go to. They gather around at folks’ houses to have preaching and prayers. 
One night we was having it at our house, only I was the oldest and was in an- 
other room sound asleep on the bed. There was a crowd at our house. The 
Ku Klux come, pulled off his robe and dough face, hung it up on a nail in the 
room, and said, “Where’s that Jim Jesus?” He pulled him out the room. The 
crowd run off. Mama took the three little children but forgot me and run off 
too. They beat Papa till they thought he was dead and throwed him in a fence 
corner. He was beat nearly to death, just cut all to pieces. He crawled to my 
bed and woke me up and back to the steps. I thought he was dead—bled to 
death—on the steps. Mama come back to leave and found he was alive. She 
doctored him up, and he lived thirty years after that. We left that morning. 

The old white woman that owned the place was rich—big rich. She been 
complaining about the noise—singing and preaching. She called him “Praying 
Jim Jesus” till he got to be called that around. He prayed in the field. She said he 
disturbed her. Mama said one of the Ku Klux she knowed been raised up 
there close to Master Barton’s, but Papa said he didn’t know one of them that 
beat on him. 

THE DOCTOR’S “GRAVE” 


We lived in a log house during the Ku Klux days. They would watch you 
just like a chicken rooster watching for a worm. At night, we was scared to 
have a light. They would come around with the dough faces on and peer in 
the windows and open the door. Iffen you didn’t look out, they would scare 
you half to death. John Good, a darky blacksmith, used to shoe the horses for 
the Ku Klux. He would mark the horseshoes with a bent nail or something 
like that; then after a raid, he could go out in the road and see if a certain 
horse had been rode; so he began to tell on the Ku Klux. As soon as the Ku 
Klux found out they was being giv; away, they suspicioned John. They went 
to him and made him tell how he knew who they was. They kept him in 
hiding, and when he told his tricks, they killed him. 

When I was a boy on the Gilmore place, the Ku Klux would come along at 
night a-riding the niggers like they was goats. Yes, sir, they had ’em down on 
all fours a-crawling, and they would be on their backs. They would carry the 
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niggers to Turk Creek bridge and make them set up on the banisters of the 
bridge, then they would shoot ’em offen the banisters into the water. I ‘clare 
them was the awfulest days I ever is seed. A darky name Sam Scaife drifted a 
hundred yards in the water downstream. His folks took and got him outen 
that bloody water and buried him on the bank of the creek. The Ku Klux 
would not let them take him to no graveyard. Fact is, they would not let many 
of the niggers take the dead bodies of the folks nowheres. They just throwed 
them in a big hole right there and pulled some dirt over them. For weeks after 
that, you could not go near that place, ’cause it stink so far and bad. Sam’s folks, 
they throwed a lot of Indian-head rocks all over his grave, ’cause it was so shal- 
low, and them rocks kept the wild animals from a-bothering Sam. You can 
still see them rocks, I could carry you there right now. 

Another darky, Eli McCollum, floated about three and a half miles down 
the creek. His folks went there and took him out and buried him on the 
banks of the stream right by the side of a Indian mound. You can see that 
Indian mound to this very day. It is big as my house is, over there on the 
Chester side. 

The Ku Klux and the niggers fit at New Hope Church. A big rock marks 
the spot today. The church, it done burnt down. The big rock sets about seven 
miles east of Lockhart on the road to Chester. The darkies killed some of the 
Ku Klux, and they took their dead and put them in Pilgrim’s Church. Then 
they sot fire to that church, and it burnt everything up to the very bones of the 
white folks. And ever since then that spot has been known as “Burnt Pilgrim.” 
The darkies left most of the folks right there for the buzzards and other wild 
things to eat up, ‘cause them niggers had to git away from there; and they 
didn’t have no time for to fetch no word or nothing to no folks at home. They 
had a hiding place not far from “Burnt Pilgrim.” A darky name Austin San- 
ders, he was carrying some victuals to his son. The Ku Klux cotch him, and 
they axed him where he was a-gwine. He ‘lowed that he was a-setting some 
bait for coons. The Ku Klux took and shot him and left him lying right in the 
middle of the road with a biscuit in his dead mouth. 

Doctor McCollum was one of them Ku Klux, and the Yankees sot out for to 
cotch him. Doc, he rid a white pony called Fannie. All the darkies, they love 
Doc, so they would help him for to git away from the Yankees, even though he 
was a Ku Klux. It’s one road what forks, after you crosses Wood’s F erry. Don’t 
nobody go over that old road now. One fork go to Leeds and one to Chester. 
Well, right in this fork, Mr. Buck Worthy had done built him a grave in the 
Wood's Ferry Graveyard. Mr. Worthy had done built his grave hisself. It was 
built out of marble, and it was covered up with a marble slab. Mr. Worthy, he 
would take and go there and open it up and git in it on pretty days. So Old Doc, 
he knowed about that grave. He was going to see a sick lady one night when 
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they got after him. He was on Old Fannie. They was about to cotch Old Doc 
when he reached in sight of that graveyard. It was dark. So Doc, he drive the 
horse on past the fork, and then he stop and hitch her in front of some dense 
pines. Then he took and went to that grave and slip that top slab back and got 
in there and pulled it over him, just leaving a little crack. Doc ‘lowed he 
wrapped up hisself in his horse blanket, and when the Yankees left, he went to 
sleep in that grave and never even woke up till the sun, it was a-shining in his 
face. 

Soon after that my sister took down sick with the misery. Doc he come to see 
her at night. He would hide in the woods in daytime. We would fetch him his 
victuals. My sister was sick three weeks ‘fore she died. Doc he would take some 
blankets and go and sleep in that grave, ’cause he knowed they would look in 
our house for him. They kept on a-coming to our house. Course we never 
knowed nothing ’bout no doctor at all. There was a nigger with wooden-bot- 
tom shoes, that stuck to them Yankees and other poor white trash round there. 
He ‘lowed with his big mouth that he gwine to find the doctor. He told it that 
he had seed Fannie in the graveyard at night. Us heard it and told the doctor. 
Us did not want him to go near that graveyard any more. But Doc, he just 
laugh, and he ‘lowed that no nigger was a-gwine to look in no grave, ’cause he 
had tried to git me to go over there with him at night and I was scared. 

One night, just as Doc was a-covering up, he heard them wooden shoes a- 
coming; so he sot up in the grave and took his white shirt and put it over his 
head. He seed three shadows a-coming. Just as they got near the Doc, the moon 
come out from ‘hind a cloud and Doc, he wave that white shirt, and he say 
them niggers just fell over gravestones a-gitting outen that graveyard. Doc 
‘lowed that he heard them wooden shoes a-gwine up the road for three miles. 
Well, they never did bother the doctor any more. 

Doc he liked to fiddle. Old Fannie she would git up on her hind legs when 
the Doc would play his fiddle. 


GET RID OF THE GRASS 


The onliest ’sperience I had myself with the Ku Klux was one night 'fore 
Grandma and Auntie left. Somebody rap on our cabin door. They opened it. 
We got scared when we seed ’em. They had the horses wrapped up. They had 
on white long dresses and caps. Every one of them had a horse whip. They 
called me out. Grandma and Auntie so scared they hid. They told me to git ’em 
water. They poured it somewhere it did not spill on the ground. Kept me toting 
water. Then they say, “You been a good boy?” They still drinking. One say, 
“Just from Hell, pretty dry.” Then they told me to stand on my head. I turned 
summersets a few times. They tickled me round with the ends of the whips. I 
had on a long shirt. They laugh when I stand on my head. Old Marse White 
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laughed. I knowed his laugh. Then I got over my scare. They say, “Who live 
next down the road?” I told ’em Nells Christian. They say, “What he do?” 
I said, “Works in the field.” They all grunt, “M-m-m-m.” Then they say, “Show 
us the way.” I nearly run to death cross the field to keep outa the way of the 
white horses. The moon shining bright as day. They say, “Nells, come out 
here.” He say, “Holy Moses.” He come out. They say, “Nells, what you do?” 
“I farms.” They say, “What you raise?” He say, “Cotton and corn.” They say, 
“Take us to see your cotton. We just from Hell. We ain’t got no cotton there.” 
He took ’em out there where it was clean. They got down and felt it. Then 
they say, “What is that?” feeling the grass. Nells say, “That is grass.” They 
say, “You raise grass, too?” He said, “No, it come up.” They say, “Let us see 
your corn.” He showed em the corn. They felt it. They say, “What this?” Nells 
say, “It grass.” They say, “You raise grass here?” They all grunt, “M-m-m-m,” 
everything Nells say. They give him one bad whupping and tell him they be 
back soon see if he raising grass. They said, “You raise cotton and corn but not 
grass on this farm.” They moan, “M-m-m-m.” I heard ’em say his whole fam- 
ily and him, too, was out by daylight with their hoes cutting the grass out their 
crop. I was sure glad to git back to our cabin. They didn’t come back to Nells 
no more that I heard ’bout. The man Nells worked for musta been one in that 
crowd. He lived ’way over yonder. 

No, I think the Ku Klux was a good thing at that time. The darkies got 
sassy, trifling, lazy. They was notorious. They got mean. The men wouldn’t 
work. Their families have to work and let them roam round over the country. 
Some of ’em mean to their families. They woulda starved the whites out and 
theirselves too. I seed the Ku Klux heap-a times, but they didn’t bother me no 
more. I heard a heap they done along after that. They say some places the Ku 
Klux go they make ’em git down and eat at the grass with their mouths, then 
they whup ‘em. Sometimes they make ‘em pull off their clothes and whup ’em. 
I sure did feel for ’em but they knowed they had no business strolling round, 
visiting. The Ku Klux call that whupping helping ’em git rid of the grass. 
Nells’ master lived at what they called Caneville over ‘cross the field. 


KU KLUX AND CARPETBAGGERS 


Seems like there wa’n’t no trouble 'mongst the whites and blacks till after 
the war. Some white mens come down from the North and mess up with the 
niggers. I was a mighty little shaver, but I ‘members one night after supper, my 
daddy and mammy and us childrens was setting under a big tree by our cabin 
in the quarters, when all at oncet, lickety split, here come galloping down the 
road what look like a whole army of ghostes. Must have been ’bout a hundred, 
and they was men riding hosses with the men and hosses both robed in white. 

Cap’n, them mens look like they been ten feet high and they hosses big as 
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elephants. They didn’t bother nobody at the quarters, but the leader of the 
crowd ride right in the front gate and up to the big dug well back of our cabin 
and holler to my daddy: “Come here, nigger!” Ho-oh! Course we scared. Yes, 
sir, look like our time done come. 

My daddy went over to where he setting on his hoss at the well. Then he 
say: “Nigger, git a bucket and draw me some cool water.” Daddy got a bucket, 
fill it up and hand it to him. Cap’n, would you believe it? That man just lift 
that bucket to his mouth and never stop till it empty. Did he have ’nough? He 
just smack his mouth and call for more. Just like that, he didn’t stop till he 
drunk three buckets full. Then he just wipe his mouth and say: “Lordy, that 
sure was good. It was the first drink of water I’s had since I was killed at the 
battle of Shiloh.” 

Was we good? Cap’n, from then on there wasn’t a nigger dare stick his head 
out the door for a week. But next day we find out they was Ku Kluxes, and 
they found the body of a white man hanging to a post oak over by Grand 
Prairie. His name was Billings, and he come from the North. He been over 
round Livingston messing up the niggers, telling em they had been promised 
forty acres and a mule and they ought to go ’head and take ’em from the white 
folks. 

But that carpetbagger couldn’t do nothing with Old Slick, though. Slick? 
Yes, sir, that what everybody call him. He hang round the courthouse at Liv- 
ingston and listen to the lawyers argufy. He try to member all the big words 
them lawyers use. When that carpetbagger come to town, that nigger Slick 
was carrying his bag to the hotel, and when they pass the mineral well in the 
street, the man axed Slick: “What that water good for? Have it been tested?” 
Slick say: “Oh, yes, sir, that water been scanalysed by the best fenologists in the 
country, and they say it’s three quarters carbolic acid gas and the other seven 
eights is hydrophobia..... Z 

Git rid of the carpetbaggers? Oh, yes, sir, they vote ’em out. Well, sir, tell 
you how they done that. The ’publicans done paid all the niggers’ poll tax and 
give ’em a receipt so they could vote same as the whites. They made up to ‘lect 
the officers at the courthouse all niggers and then send other ones to Montgom- 
ery to make the laws. Same day the election come off there was a circus in 
Livingston, and the Democrats ’suaded the boss man of the circus to let all 
Sumter County niggers in the show by showing their poll-tax receipts. Yes, sir, 
when the show was over, the ‘lection was over too, and nobody was ’lected 
‘cepting white Democrats. 

Course that made Sumter County a mighty unhealthy place for carpet- 
baggers and uppity niggers. 


1-This familiar Ku Klux Klan trick consisted in pouring the water undetected into a leather bag 
or other receptacle concealed under the coat. 
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END OF THE KU KLUXES 


Does I ‘member anything ’bout the Ku Kluxes? Jesus, yes! My old master, 
the doctor, in going round, say out loud to people that Ku Kluxes was doing 
some things they ought not to do, by ’storting money out of niggers just ‘cause 
they could. 

When he was gone to Union one day, a low-down pair of white men come, 
with false faces, to the house and ask where Dick Bell was. Miss Nancy say 
her don’t know. They go hunt for him. Dick made a beeline for the house. 
They pull out hoss pistols, first time, pow! Dick run on, second time, pow! 
Dick run on, third time, pow! and as Dick reach the front yard the ball from 
the third shot keel him over like a hit rabbit. Old Miss run out, but they git 
him. Her say: “I give you five dollars to let him “lone.” They say: “Not ’nough.” 
Her say: “I give you ten dollars.” They say: “Not ’nough.” Her say: “I give 
you fifteen dollars.” They say: “Not ‘nough.” Her say: “I give you twenty-five 
dollars.” They take the money and say: “Us’ll be back tomorrow for the other 
Dick.” They mean Dick James. 

Next day, us see them a-coming again. Dick James done load up the shotgun 
with buckshot. When they was coming up the front steps, Uncle Dick say to 
us all in the big house: “Git out the way!” The names of the men us find out 
afterwards was Bishop and Fitzgerald. They come up the steps, with Bishop in 
front. Uncle Dick open the door, slap that gun to his shoulder, and pull the 
trigger. That man Bishop hollers: “Oh, Lordy.” He drop dead and lay there till 
the coroner come. Fitzgerald leap ’way. They bring Dick to jail, try him right 
in that courthouse over yonder. What did they do with him? Well, when 
Marse Bill Stanton, Marse Elisha Ragsdale, and Miss Nancy tell "bout it all 
from the beginning to the end, the judge tell the jurymen that Dick had a right 
to protect his home and hisself and to kill that white man, and to turn him 
loose. That was the end of the Ku Kluxes in Fairfield. 


THEY KEPT THE NEGROES FROM VOTING 


I was pretty good when I was a boy. So I never had any trouble then. I was 
right smart size when I saw the Ku Klux. They would whip men and women 
that weren’t married and were living together. On the first day of January, 
they would whip men and boys that didn’t have a job. They kept the Negroes 
from voting. They would whip them. They put up notices: “No niggers to 
come out to the polls tomorrow.” They would run them off of government 
land which they had homesteaded. Sometimes they would just persuade them 
not to vote. A Negro like my father, they would say to him, “Now, Brown, you 
are too good to get messed up. Them other niggers round here ain’t worth 
nothing, but you are, and we don’t want to see you get hurt. So you stay ‘way 
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from the polls tomorrow.” And tomorrow my father would stay away, under 
the circumstances. They had to depend on the white people for counsel. They 
didn’t know what to do themselves. The other niggers they would threaten 
them and tell them if they came out they would kill them. 


VOTE AS I DAMN PLEASE 


The darkies and the white folks in Union County had an insurrection over 
the polls about the year 1888. In them days, when you wanted to put a Repub- 
lican man in, you didn’t have to do much campaigning. They just went to the 
polls and put him in. Everybody that could vote was Republican. In the fall of 
1888 they had a great trouble down there, and some of them got killed. They 
went around and commanded the Negroes not to go to the polls the next day. 
Some of the Negroes would tell them, “Well, Iam going to the polls tomorrow 
if I have to crawl.” And then some of them would say, “I’d like to know how 
you going to vote.” The nigger would ask right back, “How you going to 
vote?” The white man would say, “I’m going to vote as I damn please.” The 
nigger would say, “I’m going to do the same thing.” That started the trouble. 

On Sunday before the election on Monday, they went around through that 
county in gangs. They shot some few of the Negroes. As the Negroes didn’t 
have no weapons to protect theirselves, they didn’t have no chance. In that 
way, quite a few of the Negroes disbanded their homes and went into different 
counties and different portions of the state and different states. Henry Guod- 
man, my grandfather, came into Hot Spring County in this way. 


MY DADDY WAS IN OFFICE 


I was born in Colleton County in 1867. My daddy was in office when I begin 
to recall things, and he keep in office, by the will of the people, until I was 
nearly grown. My mammy, too, was a slave, when she and Daddy marry. She 
die when I was ’bout twelve years old, and my only brother, Edgar, was 
going on ten. My daddy never marry again. 

One day some white men come to see Daddy long after Mammy was gone, 
and they say to Daddy: “Paul, when you gwine to jump the broomstick 
again?” My daddy was the only one who not laugh when they say that. He 
reply: “I has no women in view and no wedding dream in the back of my 
head. I has decided a wicked woman am a big bother and a good woman am 
a bore. To my way of thinking, that is the only difference between them.” The 
white folks not smile, but say: “You'll see! Just wait till the right girl come 
along.” 

Daddy just seem to make friends of all the people ’bout him, and our house, 
close to Smoak, was a big meeting place most of the time. Sometimes the 
visitors are all white men. But at other days the niggers come and talk, tell 
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funny tales, and laugh. Most of the meetings at the house was late at night, 
‘cause my daddy always go to his office at Walterboro, on week days. People 
coming and going there, all the time. Daddy was sure popular with the people, 
generally speaking. 

The biggest crowd I ever seen up to that time was when General M. C. 
Butler come to Walterboro in 1882, to speak. He had been United States sen- 
ator since 1876 and was a candidate for re-election. General Butler much 
pleased, that day when many white leaders and Daddy call at his hotel and tell 
him that Daddy had been asked by his neighbors to introduce him. He say: 
“Well, from what I hears, Paul Jenkins can do that job as well as anybody in 
the state.” Then he pat Daddy on the shoulder. 

At the speaking, Daddy gets up, and the big crowd slaps its hands for joy, 
and laughs, too. Daddy not laugh much, just smile. Then he throw back his 
shoulders and say: 

General Butler, like Moses, led us forth at last, 


The barren wilderness he passed, 

Did on the very border stand 

Of the blessed Promised Land, 

And from the misty mountain tops of his exalted wit, 
Saw it himself and showed us it! 

That's why we am sending him back —. 


That was all I hear. Daddy not allowed to finish. The people riot with 
pleasure, and General Butler say the tribute am the finest he ever hear, and 
smile at Daddy sitting there on the platform with the other big folks. 

At another time, Daddy has a nigger lawyer running ’gainst him for county 
commissioner. The lawyer’s name was Amphibious Mclver. They begin the 
campaign at Cottageville. McIver speak first. Daddy follow, and begin with: 

A bullfrog tied by its tail to a stump, 
It rear and it croak, but it couldn’t make a jump! 

The white folks and the niggers clap, stamp, throw hats, and laugh, finally 
marching up to the table to grab Daddy and carry him up the street on their 
shoulders. He keep saying: “Boys, why don’t you let me finish my speech?” 
They would laugh and say: “Paul, you done made the best speech in the 
world!” Daddy win at the ‘lection, in a big way. 

My daddy learn to read, write, and cipher while he was a slave. The Jenkins 
family help him, he say, ’cause he always keep the peace and work as he was 
told to do. When he’s set free, that white family help him get settled and loaned 
him books. He go to Charleston ‘bout 1868 and buy an armful of books and 
studied at night or whenever he had the chance. That is why he was able to 
make the political races, which he make and profit by. He send me and my 
brother, Edgar, to school, so that we learn a good deal in books. 
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I TAKE FREEDOM 


Freedom is better than slavery, though. I done seed both sides. 





~~ oo oa 


IT’S THIS WAY 


What I likes best, to be slave or free? Well, it’s this way. In slavery I owns 
nothing and never owns nothing. In freedom I’s own the home and raise the 
family. All that cause me worriment, and in slavery I has no worriment, but 
I takes the freedom. 


ANYBODY WHO SAYS THAT IS TELLING A LIE 


A man told me a nigger woman told his wife she would rather be slave than 
free. Well, I think, but I might be wrong, anybody which says that is telling 
a lie. There is something ’bout being free, and that makes up for all the hard- 
ships. I’s been both slave and free, and I knows. Course, while I was slave, I 
didn’t have no ’sponsibility, didn’t have to worry ‘bout where something to eat 
and wear and a place to sleep was coming from, but that don’t make up for 
being free. 


A BETTER DAY 


It just like this. I think this a better day we live in these times. When we 
belong to the white folks, we live; and after we was free, we live right on. I 
think being free the best time to live. Better to be loose than tied, ‘cause, don’t 
care how good your owner, you had to be under their jurisdiction. Ain’t that 
right? 

THAT’S HOW I FEEL 

Well, it was a God-sent method Mr. Lincoln used to give us our freedom. 
Mr. Davis didn’t want no war, and he ’posed it all he knowed how, but if he 
hadn’t-a gone ahead and fit, there never would have been nothing done for 


In a way I’m satisfied with what confronts me. A person in jail or on the 
chain gang would rather be outside and free than in captivity. That’s how I 


feels, 
YOU CAN’IT BLAME THEM FOR THIS 


Lots of old slaves closes the door before they tell the truth about their days of 
slavery. When the door is open, they tell how kind their masters was and 
how rosy it all was. You can’t blame them for this, because they had plenty 
of early discipline making them cautious about saying anything uncompli- 
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mentary about their masters. I myself was in a little different position than 
most slaves and, as a consequence, have no grudges or resentment. However, 
I can tell you the life of the average slave was not rosy. They were dealt out 
plenty of cruel suffering. 


MORE HIS OWN SAY 


A man has got more his own say now than he did have. We can do more 
what we want to and don’t have to go to the other fellow. Slavery mighta done 
the other fellow some good, but I don’t think it ever done the colored people 
no good. Some of them after freedom didn’t know how to go out and work 
for themselves. Down at Old John Coffman’s, lots of them stayed with him 
right along, same as if they wasn’t free. They didn’t want to leave here ‘cause 
they didn’t think they could live if they left him. But when they got away up 
here in St. Louis, they know they can make a living, without Marse John, but 
they got to “go up against it.” Depending on somebody else is poor business. 
When I was working I depended on myself. If they would have freed the 
slaves and give them a piece of ground, I think that would have been a heap 
better than the way they did. Look at the Indians! They’re all living. I’s always 
been able to eat and sleep. 


POOR FOLK—WHITE AND BLACK 


Did you know poor whites like slaves had to git a pass? I mean, a remit like 
us slaves, to sell anything and to go places or do anything. Just as we colored 
people, they had to go to some big white man like Colonel Allen, they did. If 
Master wanted to, he would give them a remit or pass; and if he didn’t feel like 
it, he wouldn’t do it. It was just as he felt about it. That’s what made all 
feared him. Old Master was more hard on them poor white folks than he was 
on us niggers. 

I dont know but two sets of white folks slaves up my way; one was name 
Chatman, and t’other one Nellovies. These two families worked on Allen’s 
farm as we did, Off from us, on a plot called Morgan’s lot, there they lived as 
slaves just like us colored folks. Yes, the poor white man had some dark and 
tough days, like us poor niggers; I mean they were lashed and treated, some of 
‘em, just as pitiful and unmerciful. Lord! Lord! baby, I hope you young folks 
will never know what slavery is and will never suffer as your foreparents. O 
God! God! I’m living to tell the tale to you, honey. Yes, Jesus, you’ve spared 
me. 

For, as I think, if slavery had lasted, it would have been pretty tough. As it 
was, some fared good, while others fared common. You know, slaves who were 
beat and treated bad—some of them had started gitting together and killing 
the white folks when they carried them out to the field to work. God is pun- 
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ishing some of them old suckers and their children right now for the way they 
use to treat us poor colored folks. 

I think by Negro gitting educated he has profited, and this here younger 
generation is gwine to take nothing off these here poor white folks when they 
don’t treat them right, ’cause now this country is a free country; no slavery 
now. 

I HOPE TO SEE A MILLION YEARS TO COME 


I never fit in the war; no, sir, I couldn’t. My belly’s been broke! But I sure 
did want to, and I went up to be examined, but they didn’t receive me on 
account of my broken stomach. But I sure tried, ‘cause I wanted to be free. 
I didn’t like to be no slave. That wa’n’t good times..... I never had no good 
times till I was freed. 

We was never allowed no parties, and when they had goings-on at the big 
house, we had to clear out. I had to work hard all the time every day in the 
week. Had to mind the cows and calves, and when I got older I had to hoe in 
the field. Mr. Toler had about five hundred acres, so they tell me, and he had a 
lot of cows and horses and oxens, and he was a big farmer. I’ve done about 
everything in my life, blacksmith and stonemason, carpenter, everything but 
bricklaying. I was a blacksmith here for thirty-six years. Learned it down at 
Toler’s..... 

After the war I bought a fiddle, and I was a good fiddler. Used to be a fiddler 
for the white girls to dance. Just picked it up, it was a natural gift. I could still 
play if I had a fiddle. I used to play at our hoedowns, too. Played all those 
old-time songs—“Soldier’s Joy,” “Jimmy Long Josey,” “Arkansas Traveler,” 
and “Black-eye Susie.” 

Before the war we never had no good times. They took good care of us, 
though. As particular with slaves as with the stock—that was their money, 
you know..... 

We had very bad eating: bread, meat, water. And they fed it to us in a 
trough, just like a hog. And I went in my shirt till I was sixteen, never had no 
clothes. And the floor in our cabin was dirt, and at night we'd just take a 
blanket and lay down on the floor. The dog was superior to us. They would 
take him in the house..... 

I sure is glad I ain’t a slave no more. I thank God that I lived to pass the 
years until the day of 1937. I’m happy and satisfied now, and I hopes I see a 
million years to come. 
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LIST OF INFORMANTS AND INTERVIEWERS 


The informant’s age is given as at the time of the interview; that is, 1936, 1937, or 1938— 
most frequently, 1937. Unless otherwise specified, the informant was a slave in the state of 
residence. The interviewer’s name, when known, is given in italics. When two names are 
given, the second person served either as collaborator or as editor. 
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The title and the motto of the book are from a version of “When 1 Lay My Burden Down” 
recorded by Herbert Halpert for the Works Progress Administration and the Library of Congress 
from members of the Rust College Choir, Holly Springs, Mississippi, May 14, 1939. 


Page ix 
INTRODUCTION, quotation: Cato , about 101, Dallas, Texas; born 1836 or 1837, near Pine- 
apple, Wilcox County, Alabama; slave in Alabama 
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Part OnE, MoTHER WIT, quotation: Sylvia Durant, about 72, Marion, South Carolina. Annie Ruth 
Davis 


Page 3 

FooLinc MAsTER AND CarcHinc Jorn, quotation: Harriett Robinson, 95, Oklahoma City, Okla- 
homa; born September 1, 1842, Bastrop, Texas; slave in Texas 

FootinG Master: Jake Green, 85, Livingston, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 

Catcuinc Joun: Jake Green, 85, Livingston, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 

It Was a Possum A Wuite Aco: Annie Young, 86, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; born 1851, Sum- 
mers County, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee 


Page 4 
Pic-Oote, Pic: Lizzie Farmer, 80, McAlester, Oklahoma; born 1857, Texas; slave in Texas 
Mauiris: Mrs. Josie Jordan, 75, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born Sparta, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee 


Page 5 
THe Boots THat Woutpn’r Come OrF: Neal Upson, 81, Athens, Georgia; born near Lexington, 
Oglethorpe County, Georgia. Grace McCune 


Page 6 
I Come To Tet THem I Coutpn’r Come: Uncle Hilliard Johnson, about 79, Sumter County, 


Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 
Masrer Pumpkin: William M. Thomas, 87, Forth Worth, Texas; born May 17, 1850, Lauderdale 


County, Mississippi; slave in Mississippi 

Wuat THE Pass Sarp: Clayborn Gantling, 89, Jacksonville, Florida; born January 20, 1848, Daw- 
son, Georgia; slave in Georgia, Rachel Austin 
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Potty Parrot: Sophia Ward, 99, Clay County, Kentucky; born February 2, 1837. Pearl House 


THE TERRAPIN THat Coutp TALK: Lizzie Farmer, 80, McAlester, Oklahoma; slave in Texas 
Turn THE Tray Arounp: William M. Adams, 93, Fort Worth, Texas; born San Jacinto County, 


Texas 

Page 8 

I Come rrom Apove, WHERE ALL Is Love: Mary Ella Grandberry, about 90, Sheffield, Alabama; 
born Barton, Alabama. Levi D. Shelby, Jr. 
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Layinc Down anp Getrinc Up: Mingo White, Burleson, Alabama; born in Chester, South 
Carolina, and brought to Alabama at about the age of 5. Levi D. Shelby, Jr. . 
Cussinc Master: Ed McCrorey (Ed Mack), 82, Winnsboro, South Carolina. W. W. Dixon 


Page 9 
Joxe: Purtinc Hanp UNDER OLp Mistress’ Dress: Alice Dixon, 80, El Dorado District, Arkansas. 
Pernella M. Anderson 


Page 10 

TaLL TaLes AND TALL TALx, quotation: James Henry Stith, 72, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 
January 26, 1866, Sparta, Hancock County, Georgia; of slave parentage. Samuel S. Taylor 

THE PRromisED Lanp: Henry Green, 90, Barton, Arkansas; born near Montgomery, Montgomery 
County, Alabama; slave in Alabama 

Bic Corn: Tom Chisolm, 62, Columbia, South Carolina; of slave parentage. Stiles M. Scruggs 


Page 11 
THey Were MEN IN THoszt Days: Ephraim (Mike) Lawrence, about 80, Edisto Island, South 
Carolina. C. S. Murray 


Page 12 

SeT-pown Hoes: Uncle Henry Barnes, 79, Prichard, Alabama; born 1858, near Suggsville, Clarke 
County, Alabama. la B. Prine 

Bap MEN YELL: Auntie Thomas Johns, 73, Cleburne, Texas; born 1864, Burleson County, Texas; 
freed at the age of 2 


Page 13 

How Come, quotation: Caroline Matthews, 79, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born and slave in Mississippi. 
Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

Wuy THE Bo_t-WEEvit Came: John Love, 76, Marlin, Texas 

THE Brown BEAR AND THE PICKANINNY: Lou Turner, 89, Beaumont, Texas; born Rosedale, near 
Beaumont, Jefferson County, Texas 

NICODEMUS AND THE SYCAMORE TREE: George McAlilley, 84, near Winnsboro, Fairfield County, 
South Carolina. W. W. Dixon 
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Wuy Partripces Can’r Fiy over Trees: Ella Kelly, 81, Winnsboro, South Carolina. W. W. 
Dixon 

THE SHEEP AND THE Goats: Anthony Dawson, 105, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born July 25, 1832, near 
Greenville, Pitt County, North Carolina; slave in North Carolina 

THE Coon AnD THE Doc: Stephen McCray, 88, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; born 1850, Huntsville 
County, Alabama; slave in Alabama 


Page 15 
You Jusr Can’r Get Away FroM Wuat THE Lorp Sain: Gus (Jabbo) Rogers, about 90, Mobile 
County, Alabama; slave in North Carolina and Alabama. Mary A. Poole 


Page 16 

LiINcoLN AND OTHERS, quotation: Mingo White, Burleson, Alabama; born in Chester, South 
Carolina, and brought to Alabama about the age of 5. Levit D. Shelby, Jr. 

Wuere Lincotn Wrote His Name: I. Bob Maynard, 79, Weleetka, Oklahoma; born Falls 
County, Texas; slave in Texas and Mississippi. II. Alice Douglass, 77, Oklahoma City, Okla- 
homa; born December 22, 1860, Sumner County, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee 

Wuen Lincotn Came Down To Free Us: I. Aunt Pinkey Howard, about 85, El Dorado district, 
Arkansas. Mrs. Mildred Thompson and Mrs. Carol Graham. Mi. Salena Taswell, Miami, Florida; 
slave in Georgia. III. Frank A. Patterson, 88, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 1850, Raleigh, North 
Carolina; slave in North Carolina and Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor. IV. H. B. (Dad or Pappy) 
Holloway, 89, Little Rock, Arkansas; born free, February 15, 1848, Fort Valley, Georgia. Samuel 
S. Taylor 


Page 18 
Mays Mr. Lincotn Arn'’T So Bap: Mary Wallace Bowe, 81, Durham, North Carolina. Travis 
Jordan 
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Page 19 

What Freperick Douotass Samp: Frank A. Patterson, 88, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 1850, 
Raleigh, North Carolina; slave in North Carolina and Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 

STEvE Renrroe: Oliver Bell, Sumter County, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 


Page 20 
Sam Bass: Andy Nelson, 76, Moser Valley, Texas; born 1861, Tarrant County, Texas 


Page 22 

Birps AND Beasts, quotation: Will Dill, 75, Spartanburg, South Carolina. F. S. DuPre 

I'm BErnG Took: Bill Homer, 87, Fort Worth, Texas; born June 17, 1850, near Shreveport, Caddo 
Parish, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana and Texas 

BREAKING THE Bax: Albert Hill, 81, Fort Worth, Texas; born Walton County, Georgia; slave in 
Georgia 

THE PARTRIDGE AND THE Fox: Cecelia Chappel, 102, Nashville, Tennessee; born Marshall County, 
Tennessee 


Page 23 

THE TORTOISE AND THE RapsiT: Rev. Lafayette Price, in his late eighties; Beaumont, Texas; born 
about 1850, Wilcox County, Alabama; slave in Alabama and Louisiana. Fred Dibble 

Fata. Imiration: Nap McQueen, 80, Beaumont, Texas; slave in Tennessee and Texas 


Page 24 

BARNYARD Tak: Will Dill, 75, Spartanburg, South Carolina. F. S. DuPre 

Wuat THE Fow Sain: Roxy Pitts, 82, Opelika, Alabama; born 1855, near Youngsboro, Alabama. 
Preston Klein 

Wuat THE Birps Saw: Gus Feaster, 97, Union, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 

Wuat THE Hownps Sai: H. B. (Dad or Pappy) Holloway, 89, Little Rock, Arkansas; born free, 
February 15, 1848, Fort Valley, Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 25 

Pastor AND FLock, quotation: Talitha Lewis, 86, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born 1852, Goldsboro, 
North Carolina; slave in North Carolina, Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

WHAT THE PREACHER Salp: I, Sarah Douglas, about 82, El Dorado, Arkansas; slave in Alabama. 
Pernella M. Anderson. I. Molly Finley, 72, Honey Creek, Arkansas; of slave parentage. Irene 
Robertson. Il. Lucretia Alexander, 89, Little Rock, Arkansas; born near Hazlehurst, Copiah 
County, Mississippi, and brought to Arkansas at about the age of 7. Samuel S. Taylor. IV. Vic- 
toria McMullen, 54, Little Rock, Arkansas; of slave grandparents. Samuel S. Taylor. V. Waters 
McIntosh, 76, Little Rock, Arkansas; born July 4, 1862, Lynchburg, South Carolina; slave in 
South Carolina. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 26 
Gop Gor a CLEAN KiTcHEN To Pur You In: Aaron Ford, 88, Marion, South Carolina. H. Grady 


Davis 
Two Ways oF PREACHING THE GosPEL: Anderson Edwards, 93, Harrison County, Texas; born 
March 12, 1844, Rusk County, Texas 


Page 27 
Every Kinp or Fish Is Caucut in a NET: Marion Johnson, Eldorado, Arkansas; born a slave in 


Louisiana. Mrs. Carol Graham 

Tuey'p Pray: Talitha Lewis, 86, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born 1852, Goldsboro, North Carolina; 
slave in North Carolina. Mrs. Bernice Buwden 

Masrer Frank Has CoME Turovucn: Kiziah Love, 93, Colbert, Oklahoma; slave in Indian Territory 

Damn Poor Preacner: Tom Douglas, 89, El Dorado, Arkansas; born September 15, 1847, 
Marion, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana. Pernella M. Anderson 


Page 28 
Boots or No Boots: Emoline Glasgow, 78, Newberry, South Carolina. G. L. Sumner 
Metuopist Docs anp Baptist Docs: Siney Bonner, about 90, Birmingham, Alabama. W. F. 


Jordan 
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Page 29 

Tue Power, quotation: William Adams, 93, Fort Worth, Texas; born San Jacinto County, Texas 

A Pocker Fu oF Conyure Tuincs: Abram Sells, in his eighties, Jamestown, Texas; born near 
Newton, Newton County, Texas 

O_p Bas, THE Conjure Man: Henry F. Pyles, 81, Tulsa Oklahoma; born August 15, 1856, Jack- 
son, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee 


Page 33 
Hoopoo: H. B. (Dad or Pappy) Holloway, 89, Little Rock, Arkansas; born free, February 15, 
1848, Fort Valley, Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 34 

Tue Conyure Tuat Dipn’r Work: Jake Green, 85, Livingston, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 

CureD BY Prayer: Orleans Finger, 79, Little Rock, Arkansas; born Tippa County, Mississippi; 
slave in Arkansas. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 35 

I Know It Was a Sicn: Annie Page, 86, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born 1852, Union County, Ala- 
bama. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

HE Is 4 Goop Gop: Maggie Perkins, 81, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born Union County, South Carolina; 
slave in South Carolina. Martin and Barker 


Page 36 
THE Power: William Adams, 93, Fort Worth, Texas; born San Jacinto County, Texas 


Page 39 

Hants, quotation: Lou Smith, 83, Platter, Oklahoma; slave in Texas 

Biow, GABRIEL, BLow: Ank Bishop, 89, Livingston, Alabama; born August 16, 1849, Ward, Ala- 
bama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 


Page 40 

Josii AND THE Lorn: Willis Easter, 85, Waco, Texas; born near Nacogdoches, Nacogdoches Coun- 
ty, Texas, and brought to Bosqueville, Texas, at the age of 2 

But Ir Was a Fast Mute: Josh Horn, about 90, Sumter County, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 

THE PHANToM Riper: Josh Horn, about 90, Sumter County, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 


Page 41 


JosH, BLow Your Horn: Josh Horn, about 90, Sumter County, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 
Oxp Jot Is Over THERE GETTING 'SIMMONS AND CHoppinc Woop: Anthony Abercrombie, 100, 
Uniontown, Alabama; slave in Perry County, Alabama. Suste R. O’Brien 


Page 42 
RENFROE's TREE: Henry Garry, about 75, Birmingham, Alabama; born Sumter County, Ala- 
bama. W. F. Jordan 


Page 43 
THe Hants oF Baskin Lake: Ella Johnson, about 85, Little Rock, Arkansas; born Helena, Ar- 


kansas. Samuel S, Taylor 
ALEX Comes Home: Annie Little, 81, Mart, Texas; born January, 1856, Springfield, Missouri; 
slave in Missouri and Mississippi 


Page 44 
Bur Sue Was Arrarp: Lydia Jones, 93, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born and slave in Mississippi. Mrs. 


Bernice Bowden 
Guost Tatx: I. John White, 121, Sand Springs, Oklahoma; born April 10, 1816; slave in Georgia 
and Texas. II. Florence Ruffins, Fort Worth, Texas; born De Kalb, Texas; of slave parentage 


Page 45 
Manse GLenn’s Money: Mrs. M. E. Abrams, Whitmire, South Carolina, as told her by Uncle 
“Mad” Griffin, 82, Whitmire. Caldwell Sims 
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Page 47 
Tue SHINING SHOVEL: Gus Feaster, 97, Union, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 


Page 48 
THE Prrririep Man: Eli Harrison, 87, Fairfield County, South Carolina. W. W. Dixon 


Page 49 

ANECDOTES, quotation: Casie Jones Brown, 91, near Paragould, Greene County, Arkansas. Velma 
Sample 

THE Rooster Test: Neal Upson, 81, Athens, Georgia; born near Lexington, Oglethorpe County, 
Georgia. Grace McCune 

THe Stoten Coat: Perry Madden, about 79, Little Rock, Arkansas; slave in Alabama. Samuel 
S. Taylor 

THE PEDDLER AND THE Pony: Will Adams, 80, Marshall, Texas; born 1857, Harrison County, Texas 


Page 50 


Hoppinc Jonn: Susan Nelson, 80, Charleston, South Carolina. Martha S. Pinckney 

THe Lorp Hap CaLLep Him To Preacu: Lou Smith, 83, Platter, Oklahoma; slave in Texas 

THE Lorp TELLS ME WHEN It’s Ricut: Dellie Lewis, Mobile, Alabama. Mary A. Poole 

Ir You Do, THey Witt Kitt ME: Ellen Cragin, about 80, Little Rock, Arkansas; slave in Mis- 
sissippi. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 51 

Bosom and No Suirt: Caroline Farrow, 80, Newberry, South Carolina. G. L. Sumner 

MasTER Sure MADE A Mess oF Tuincs THat Time: Chana Littlejohn, Greensboro [?], North 
Carolina; born near Warrenton, Warren County, North Carolina. T. Pat Matthews 

No More Hanernes: Elias Dawkins, 84, Gaffney, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 


Page 52 

Losinc THE Basy: Kiziah Love, 93, Colbert, Oklahoma; slave in Indian Territory 

Just Like Ir Was Her Own: Aunt Cheney Cross, about 90, near Evergreen, Conecuh County, 
Alabama. Annie D, Dean 


Page 53 

Copy: William Brown, 78, North Little Rock, Arkansas; born May 3, 1861, near Old Wittsburg, 
Cross County, Arkansas. Samuel S. Taylor 

Tue Quitts THat Pincnep: Sam Word, 79, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born February 14, 1859, near 
De Witt, Arkansas County, Arkansas. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

Inp1ans Don’r TELL: Maggie Broyles, about 80, Forrest City, Arkansas; born Decatur, Tennessee; 
slave in Tennessee. Irene Robertson 


Page 54 
SHE PrayeD For Freepom: Nancy Anderson, 66, West Memphis, Arkansas; born Sanitobia, Mis- 
sissippi; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 


Page 55 
Tue Son Wuo Marriep His Moruer: Henry Brown, 80, Charleston, South Carolina. Augustus 


Ladson 

But I Can Kir You: Mother Anne Clark, 112, El Paso, Texas; born June 1, 1825, in Mississippi; 
slave in Louisiana; freed in Memphis 

A Barrev OF Mo.assss: Mack Brantley, 80, Brinkley, Arkansas; born near Selma, Dallas County, 
Alabama; slave in Alabama. Irene Robertson 

Buzzarp Roost: Jesse Rice, 80, Gaffney, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 


Page 56 
Jiccinc Contest: James W. Smith, 77, Fort Worth, Texas; born Palestine, Texas 


Page 57 
SnipE Huntinc: Charlie Hudson, 80, Athens, Georgia; born March 27, 1858, Elbert County, 


Georgia. Sadie B. Hornsby 
Rep FLANNEL: Richard Jones (Dick Look-up), 93 [?], Union, South Carolina, Caldwell Sims 
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Page 58 

Train Goinc to Arrica: Will Ann Rogers, 70, Brinkley, Arkansas; born 1868, Fryers Point, 
Mississippi; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 

ASKING Our AcE: Hannah Brooks Wright, 85, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born and slave in Mississippi. 
Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

Tetunc THem Orr: Ella Wilson, about 100, Little Rock, Arkansas; born Atlanta, Georgia; 


slave in Georgia and Louisiana. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 59 

Part Two, Lonc REMEMBRANCE, quotation: Eliza Holman, 82, Fort Worth, Texas; born near 
Clinton, Hinds County, Mississippi, and moved to Wise County, near Decatur, Texas, 1861; 
slave in Mississippi and Texas 


Page 61 
Minuie Evans: NortH Carorina: Millie Evans, 87, El Dorado, Arkansas; born 1849, in North 
Carolina; slave in North Carolina. Mrs. Carol Graham 


Page 65 
Lee Guipon: SourH Carouina: Lee Guidon, 89, Clarendon, Arkansas; slave in South Carolina. 
Irene Robertson 


Page 70 
Tines Kenpricxs: Georeia: Tines Kendricks, 104, Trenton, Arkansas; born near Macon, Craw- 
ford County, Georgia; slave in Georgia. Watt McKinney 


Page 75 
BEN SIMPSON: GEORGIA AND Texas: Ben Simpson, 90, Madisonville, Texas; born Norcross, Georgia; 
slave in Georgia and Texas 


Page 77 
MariAH RopinsoN: GEORGIA AND Texas: Mariah Robinson, about 90, Meridian, Texas; born 
Monroe, Georgia; slave in Georgia and Texas 








Page 79 

Nicey Kinney: Georaia: Nicey Kinney, 86, Athens, Georgia. Grace McCune 

Page 83 

Cato : ALABAMA: Cato , about 101, Dallas, Texas; born 1836 or 1837, near Pine- 


apple, Wilcox County, Alabama; slave in Alabama 


Page 89 

Jenny Proctor: ALABAMA: Jenny Proctor, 87, San Angelo, Texas; born 1850, in Alabama; slave 
in Alabama 

Page 93 


ALLEN V. MANNING: Mississippi, Louisiana, AND Texas: Allen V. Manning, 87, Tulsa, Oklahoma; 
born 1850, Clarke County, Mississippi; slave in Mississippi, Louisiana, Texas 


Page 98 

Joanna Draper: Mississippi: Joanna Draper, 83, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born near Hazlehurst, Copiah 
County, Mississippi; slave in Mississippi 

Page 103 

Katie Rowe: ARKANSAS: Katie Rowe, 88, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born near Washington, Hempstead 
County, Arkansas; slave in Arkansas 


Page 109 

CHARLEY WILLIaMs: Louistana: Charley Williams, 94, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born January 11, 1843, 
near Monroe, Ouachita Parish, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana 

Page 119 

Mary Reynoips: Louisiana: Mary Reynolds, about 100, Dallas, Texas; born Black River, 
Louisiana; slave in Louisiana 
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Page 125 

ELLEN Betts: Louistana: Ellen Betts, 84, Houston, Texas; born 1853 [?], near Opelousas, St. 
Landry Parish, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana 

Page 130 

Mary Grayson: INpiaN TERRITORY: Mary Grayson, 83, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born in the Creek 
Nation, Indian Territory 

Page 137 

ParT THREE, From Can To Can’r, quotation: Abbie Lindsay, 84, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 
June 1, 1856, Lynngrove, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana. Samuel S. Taylor 

Page 139 


CouUNT THE STARS THROUGH THE Cracks, quotation: Marion Johnson, El Dorado, Arkansas; born 
and slave in Louisiana. Carol Graham 

A Pretty Crop oF CHILpREN: I, Isaac Martin, about 86, Veth, Texas; born near Willis, Mont- 
gomery County, Texas. Fred Dibble. 11. Mom Ryer Emmanuel, 78, Claussens, South Carolina. 
Annie Ruth Davis 


Op Mistress’ Per: Alice Davis, 81, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; slave in Mississippi, Mrs. Bernice 
Bowden 

Page 140 

Turkey Buzzarp Laip Me: Mrs. Candis Goodwin, 80, Cape Charles, Virginia; born Seaview, 
Virginia 

O_p Hoc Rounp THE Bencu: Rosina Hoard, 78, Austin, Texas; born April 9, 1859, Williamson, 
Texas 

Don’t LET THE SuN Go Down on You: Jane Osbrook, 90, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born near 
Camden, Ouachita County, Arkansas. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

Page 14] 


1 Dipn’t Know Wuat “Seri” Meant: Morris Sheppard, 85, Fort Gibson, Oklahoma; born 
November, 1852, near Webber’s Falls, Muskogee County, Oklahoma 

FANNING THE Fiies: Henry Coleman, Carlisle, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 

Page 142 

Ripinc O_p JoHN Backwarps: Matilda Hatchett, between 98 and 100, North Little Rock, Ar- 
kansas; born near Dardanelle, Yell County, Arkansas. Samuel S. Taylor 

Page 143 

BARBECUE AND Bic MEETING: Gus Feaster, 97, Union, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 

Page 146 

Ir ALi Staves Hap BELONGED To Winite Fo.ks Lixe Ours: Harriett McFarlin Payne, 83, De Witt, 
Arkansas. Mrs. Annie L. LaCotts 

Page 148 

How To Te.t THE Davis FROM THE BETHEA NEGROES: Mom Hester Hunter, 85, Marion, South 
Carolina. Annie Ruth Davis 


Page 149 
I Was Her Favorite Cuiip: Mom Hester Hunter, 85, Marion, South Carolina. Anate Ruth Davis 


Page 152 


I Sometimes Wise I Coutp Be Back on THE Otp Piace: Aunt Nicey Pugh, 85, Prichard, Ala- 
bama. Ila B. Prine 


Page 153 

Gornc Hicn, Gone Siow, quotation: Julia Francis Daniels, 89, Dallas, Texas 

Two SreLiincs THat Day: Mintie Maria Miller, 85, Galveston, Texas; born 1852, Tuscaloosa, 
Alabama, and brought to Texas as a child 

Oxtp Man DENMAN Sain Nor To Frer: Julia Francis Daniels, 89, Dallas, Texas 
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Page 154 
Sune Never Got To Keep Her Basis: Lou Smith, 83, Platter, Oklahoma; slave in Texas 


Page 155 
Diana anv Her Basy: Adelaide J. Vaughn, 69, Little Rock, Arkansas; born Huntsville, Alabama; 


of slave parentage. Samuel S. Taylor 
ELIZA AND THE MAN FROM New York: Doc Daniel Dowdy, 81, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; born 


June 6, 1856, Madison County, Georgia; slave in Georgia 


Page 156 
I Don’r Betieve 1N Stave Trarric: William H. Harrison, 105, Forrest City, Arkansas; born 


March 4, 1832, Richmond, Virginia; slave in Virginia. Irene Robertson 
Founpiinc: William Hamilton, Fort Worth, Texas; slave near Village Creek, Texas 


Page 157 
STOLEN aND Soxp: I. Spence Johnson, about 78, Waco, Texas; born free about 1859, Choctaw 


Nation, Indian Territory; stolen and sold into slavery in Louisiana. II. Betty Simmons, about 
100, Beaumont, Texas; born Macedonia, Alabama; slave in Alabama and Texas 


Page 158 
He Sotp Him Over anv Over: Spence Johnson, about 78, Waco, Texas; born free about 1859, 


Choctaw Nation, Indian Territory; stolen and sold into slavery in Louisiana 


Page 159 
Op Pincusack: James Green, about 97, San Antonio, Texas; born Petersburg, Virginia; slave 


in Virginia and Texas 


Page 160 
RosE anp Rurus: Rose Williams, over 90, Fort Worth, Texas; born Bell County, Texas 


Page 163 
PRAYING TO THE RicHT MAN, quotation: Doc Daniel Dowdy, 81, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; 


born June 6, 1856, Madison County, Georgia; slave in Georgia 
Tue Lorp Rutep Heaven, But Jim SmitH Rutep THE Eartu: John Hill, 74, Athens, Georgia; 


born Walton County, Georgia. Grace McCune 
He SroMpED ON THE Bopy: Mrs. Isabella Jackson, 79, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born and slave in 


Louisiana 
Page 164 
We LaucHeD aT His FuNERAL: Annie Hawkins, 90, Colbert, Oklahoma; slave in Georgia and 


Texas 


Page 165 
T Sarp I Was Giap Sue Was Dean: Mattie Fannen, 87, Forrest City, Arkansas; slave in Georgia. 


Irene Robertson 
Ir I Were You anp You Were Me: Sarah Douglas, about 82, El Dorado, Arkansas; born in Ala- 


bama; slave in Alabama and Louisiana. Pernella M. Anderson 
THE CHAIN AND THE BELL: J. W. Terrill, about 100, Madisonville, Texas; born DeSoto Parish, 


Louisiana; slave in Louisiana and Texas 


Page 167 
Wuy Master Hap Suc a Mean Man Workinc For Him: Joe Clinton, 86, Marvell, Arkansas; 


born Panola County, Mississippi. Watt McKinney 


Page 168 
OrpEAL By PLantinG: Martha Jackson, 87, Livingston, Alabama; born in 1850. Ruby Pickens 


Tartt 
Fintinc A BARREL WITH A THIMBLE: John H, Smith, 81, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born 1856, in Mis- 


souri; slave in Missouri. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 
Poor WHITE-TRASH PATEROLLERS: Manda Walker, 80, Winnsboro, South Carolina. W. W. 


Dixon 
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Page 169 

Tuey THINK Too Hicu oF THEMsELVvEs: Samuel Boulware, 82, Columbia, South Carolina. Henry 
Grant 

THE Last Time I Saw Master: William Colbert, 93, Alabama; born 1844, Fort Valley, Georgia; 
slave in Georgia. John Morgan Smith 


Page 170 
How Tuar Suir You?: Henry Lewis, 102, Beaumont, Texas; born 1835, Pine Island, Texas 


Ptr Wuip You witH Cuicken Stew: Giles Smith, 79, Fort Worth, Texas; born near Union 
Springs, Bullock County, Alabama; slave in Alabama 


Page 171 

He Dipn’r ALtow Nosopy To Hit Tuem a Lick: John Smith, 103, Uniontown, Alabama; slave 
in North Carolina and Alabama. Susie R. O’Brien 

HE Gvoriep IN THEIR SpunK: Doc Daniel Dowdy, 81, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; born June 6, 
1856, Madison County, Georgia; slave in Georgia 


Page 172 


WueEn I Gor Back To Master Hatey: Andy Anderson, 94, Fort Worth, Texas; born Williamson 
County, Texas 


Page 173 


I’> RATHER SEE THos—E Marks ON My Own SHouLpers: Ma Eppes, about 87, Uniontown, Ala- 
bama; born about 1850, near Faunsdale, Marengo County, Alabama. Susie R. O'Brien 


Page 174 

THE SLAvE’s CHANCE, quotation: Tom Windham, 92, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born Indian Ter- 
ritory; slave in Indian Territory and Georgia. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

SHE Rope OFF on a Cow: Ellen Cragin, about 80, Little Rock, Arkansas; born Vicksburg, 
Mississippi; slave in Mississippi. Samuel S. Taylor 

Lrrrte Joe Mave a Sonc: Charity Morris, 90, Camden, Arkansas; born and slave in one of the 
Carolinas. Pernella M. Anderson 

No Overseer Never Downep Her: Leonard Franklin, 70, Warren, Arkansas. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 175 

SHE Cuoppep THis Man To A BLoopy Deatn: “Prophet” John Henry Kemp, 80, Daytona Beach, 
Florida; born Oketibbeha County, Mississippi; slave in Mississippi. L. Rebecca Baker 

Sue Pu.tep Up rue Stump: Lula Jackson, 79 [?], Little Rock, Arkansas; born Sand Ridge, 
Russell County, Alabama; slave in Alabama. Samuel S. Taylor 

No More OVERSEERS AFTER THAT: I. Sol Walton, 88, Marshall, Texas; born 1849, Mobile, Ala- 
bama; slave in Alabama and Louisiana. I]. Dianah Watson, 102, Macedonia Community, near 
Marshall, Harrison County, Texas; born 1835, near New Orleans, Orleans Parish, Louisiana; 
slave in Louisiana 


Page 176 
Tue Rep-Bone Hounp: Heywood Ford, Uniontown, Alabama. Susie R. O'Brien 


Page 177 
A Wuite Man’s CHANncE: Morris Hillyer, 84, Alderson, Oklahoma; born Rome, Georgia; slave in 
Georgia 


Page 178 
GonE TO THE Woops: Jordon Smith, 86, Marshall, Texas; born in Georgia; slave in Georgia and 


Anderson County, Texas 
Tuey Livep in a Cave SEVEN Years: Leah Garrett, Richmond County, Georgia. Louise Oliphant 


Page 180 
Uncte Isom: Harriett Robinson, 95, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; born September 1, 1842, Bastrop, 


Texas; slave in Texas 
Guinea Jim: Josh Horn, 90, Livingston, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 
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Page 182 
Jape Hap Bic Ipgas: Caroline Holland, 88, Montgomery, Alabama; born 1849, near Mount 
Meigs, Montgomery County, Alabama. Mabel Farrior, Lois Lynn, and John Morgan Smith 


Page 183 
Tey Dipn’r Get Lucy or HER Quarter: Ida Blackshear Hutchinson, 73, Little Rock, Ar- 
kansas; born 1865, Sumter County, Alabama; of slave parentage. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 184 
Way Aunt ADELINE Hunc Herse.r: T. W. Cotton, 80, Helena, Arkansas; born 1858. Irene 


Robertson 
Buy YoursELF FREE: James Martin, 90, San Antonio, Texas; born free, 1847, near Alexandria, 


Arlington County, Virginia 
He Boucut Hise r: Jerry Moore, 89, Marshall, Texas; born May 28, 1848, Harrison County, 
Texas 


Page 185 
THE BELL AND THE Licur: Arnold Gragston, 97, Eatonville, Florida; born 1840, Mason County, 
Kentucky; slave in Kentucky. Martin Richardson 


Page 189 
BirD IN THE Arr: Walter Rimm, 80, Fort Worth, Texas; born San Patricio County, Texas 
Savep: Fannie Moore, 88, Asheville, North Carolina; born September 1, 1849, Marjorie Jones 


Page 191 
Part Four, A WAR AMONG THE WHITE Foxks, quotation: Clara Jones, about 90, Raleigh, North 
Carolina. T. Pat Matthews 


Page 193 
THey Mabe Us Sine “Dixie,” quotation: Eda Harper, 93, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born and slave 


in Mississippi. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 
BACK BEFORE BREAKFAST: I. Jerry Boykins, 92, Abilene, Texas; born Troupe County, Georgia; 
slave in Georgia. II. John G. Hawkens, 71, Biscoe, Arkansas; born December 9, 1866, Monroe 


County, Mississippi; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 
You Can Get Yourn Here: Harriett Robinson, 95, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; born September 


1, 1842, Bastrop, Texas; slave in Texas 


Page 194 
LronarD ALLEN: Fanny Cannady, 79, Durham County, North Carolina. Travis Jordan 


Page 195 

THE Crack IN THE WALL: Mrs. Esther Easter, 85, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born near Memphis, 
Shelby County, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee, Missouri, and Texas 

A WonperFut ConsipERATION: Rev. Lafayette Price, in his late eighties, Beaumont, Texas; born 
about 1850, Wilcox County, Alabama; slave in Alabama and Louisiana. Fred Dibble 


Page 198 
I WisHep I Never Run Orr: Thomas Cole, 92, Corsicana, Texas; born August 8, 1845, Jackson 
County, Alabama; slave in Alabama 


Page 201 
We WERE CoNnFEDERATEs: James Gill, 86, Marvell, Arkansas; slave in Alabama and Arkansas. 


Watt McKinney 


Page 204 

We've Come To Ser You Freez, quotation: Andrew Moss, 85, Knoxville, Tennessee; born 1852, 
Wilkes County, Georgia; slave in Georgia 

Bive Veins oN THEIR BELLIES: Hardy Miller, 85, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born December 25, 1852, 
Sumter County, Georgia; slave in Georgia and Arkansas, Mrs, Bernice Bowden 

Yankees Have Horns: Aunt Mittie Freeman, 86, North Little Rock, Arkansas; slave in Mississippi. 


Beulah Sherwood Hagg 
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Page 205 


Fatuer Dip a Botp Tune: Mrs, Adrianna W. Kerns, 85, Little Rock, Arkansas. Samuel S, Taylor 

Wuen Dappy Lockep MasrTer IN THE SMOKEHOUSE: Liza Jones, 81, Beaumont, Texas; born near 
Liberty, Liberty County, Texas 

APPLES FOR THE YANKEES, Stock FOR THE Master: Fred James, 81, Newberry, South Carolina. 
G. L. Sumner 

Page 206 

MOTHER AND THE YANKEE SOLDIER: Sam Word, 79, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born February 14, 1859, 
near De Witt, Arkansas County, Arkansas. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

Aut Ricut 1n Terr Pace: Aunt Hannah Irwin, about 84, Eufaula [?], Alabama. Gertha Couric 

Miss Mary’s FEATHER Bep: Aunt Cheney Cross, about 90, Evergreen, Alabama. Annie D. Dean 

Page 207 

SHERMAN’sS MEN: J. Frank A. Patterson, 88, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 1850, Raleigh, North 
Carolina; slave in North Carolina and Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor. 11, Claiborne Moss, 81, Little 
Rock, Arkansas; born June 18, 1857, Washington County, Georgia; slave in Georgia. Samuel 
S. Taylor 


Page 209 


AGGRAVATING THE YANKEES: Hammett Dell, 90, Brasfield, Arkansas; born October 12, 1847, near 
Murfreesboro, Rutherford County, Tennessee, slave in Tennessee. Irene Robertson 


Page 211 

Suc A Goop Time: Margaret Hughes, 82, Columbia, South Carolina. Everett R. Pierce 

THE YANKEES Hunc Master Twice: Margaret Hulm, 97, Humphrey, Arkansas; born March 5, 
1840, Hardeman County, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee. Mrs. Anmie L. LaCotts 

Wuy Dipn’r You Bring THE Meat witH You?: Adeline Grey, 82, Luray, South Carolina. 
Phoebe Faucette 


Page 212 
SHE CooKED FOR THE YANKEES: Molly Horn, 77, Holly Grove, Arkansas; slave in North Carolina 
and Arkansas. Irene Robertson 


Page 213 

Tuose Wuitre Fotxs Hap To Run Away: Evelina Morgan, about 81, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 
Wedgeboro, North Carolina; slave in North Carolina. Samuel S. Taylor 

How Faruer Gor His Money: Mrs. Julia A. White, 79, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 1858, Little 
Rock, Arkansas. Beulah Sherwood Hage 


Page 214 
GRANDMA AND THE YANKEE Sotprers: Martha Colquitt, 85, Athens, Georgia. Mrs. Sarah H. Hall 


Page 215 
1 Just Saw THat To THE Wronc Person: Eliza Evans, 87, McAlester, Oklahoma; slave in Selma, 


Alabama 


Page 216 

We're Ficutinc To Free You: I. Lizzie McCloud, about 120, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born 
Davidson County, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee. Mrs. Bernice Bowden. II. Rosa Simmons, 
about 85, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born in Tennessee; slave in Tennessee and Arkansas. Mrs. 
Bernice Bowden. Yl. Matilda Hatchett, between 98 and 100, North Little Rock, Arkansas; 
born near Dardanelle, Yell County, Arkansas. Samuel S. Taylor. 1V. Hannah Brooks Wright, 
85, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born and sl2.+ in Mississippi. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 


Page 218 
PRAISE TO THE YANKEES: Mom Ryer Emmanuel, 78, Claussens, South Carolina. Annie Ruth Davis 


Page 219 


Tue Prettiest Sicnt I Ever Saw: Frank Larkin, 85, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born and slave in 


Virginia, Mrs. Bernice Bowden 
I Love THe Yanxees: Betty Krump, Helena, Arkansas; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 


281 


Page 220 

Part Five, ALL I Know spout FREEDOM, quotation: Martha Ann Dixon, 81; De Valls Bluff, 
Arkansas; born near Saratoga, Wilson County, North Carolina; slave in North Carolina. 
Irene Robertson 


Page 223 

How Freepom CaME, quotation: Frank A. Patterson, 88, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 1850, 
Raleigh, North Carolina, slave in North Carolina and Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 

Like Freepom Was A Ptace: Felix Haywood, 92, San Antonio, Texas; born St. Hedwig, Texas 


Page 224 

From Bioopy Fiac To Wuire: Mrs. Fannie Berry, Petersburg, Virginia. Suste Byrd 

Tuey Got Wuat Tuey Expecrep: Waters McIntosh, 76, Little Rock, Arkansas; born July 4, 1862, 
Lynchburg, South Carolina; slave in South Carolina. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 225 

He Cieanep His Guns on My Dress Tait: Jane Montgomery, 80, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; 
born March 15, 1857, Homer, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana 

You Berrer Husu: Mary Jane Hardridge, 85, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born 1852, Jefferson County, 
Arkansas. Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

THey Learnep Better: Sarah Jane Patterson, 90, Little Rock, Arkansas; born January 17, 1848, 
Bartow County, Georgia; slave in Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 

Yes’M: Evelina Morgan, about 81, Little Rock, Arkansas; born Wedgeboro, North Carolina; 
slave in North Carolina. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 226 

FreEDOM OF Pgacues: Jeff Bailey, 76, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 1861, Monticello, Arkansas. 
Samuel S. Taylor 

THey THrew Tuer Sticks Away: Lucretia Alexander, 89, Little Rock, Arkansas; born near 
Hazlehurst, Copiah County, Mississippi, and brought to Arkansas at about the age of 7. Samuel 
S. Taylor 

Tuey Dancep Att Nicnt: Eda Harper, 93, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; born and slave in Mississippi. 
Mrs. Bernice Bowden 

Tuere Ain't No Ants Brtinc Her Topay: Ellen Cragin, about 80, Little Rock, Arkansas; slave 
in Mississippi. Samuel S. Taylor 

It’s Not Recorprep: John G. Hawkens, 71, Biscoe, Arkansas; born December 9, 1866, Monroe 
County, Mississippi; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 


Page 227 

THEY ToLD THE YANKEES “Yes”: Virginia Jackson, 74, Helena, Arkansas; born Tunica, Mississippi; 
of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 

He Mave Us Work SeveraL Montus AFTER THAT: Susan Merritt, 87 [?], Harrison County, 
Texas; born Rush County, Texas 

Drums oF Freepom: Nellie Dunne, 78, Pine Bluff, Arkansas; slave in Mississippi. Mrs. Bernice 
Bowden 

Papa WenT Orr: Linley Hadley, 77, Madison, Arkansas;'born April 12, 1861, Monroe County, 
Mississippi; slave in Mississippi. Irene Robertson 


Page 229 

THE BREAKING-UP AND AFTER, quotation: Rev. Squires Jackson, about 95, Jacksonville, Florida; 
born September 14, 1841, Madison, Florida, and brought to Jacksonville at the age of 3. 
Samuel Johnson 

THEY Knew Wuat He Meant: Austin Grant, about 90, near Hondo, Medina County, Texas; slave 
in Mississippi and in Gonzales and Medina counties, Texas 

Over Hate or THem Were Gone: Harriett Robinson, 95, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma; born 
September 1, 1842, Bastrop, Texas; slave in Texas 

WHEN CuristMaAs CaME: Fred James, 81, Newberry, South Carolina. G. L. Sumner 

Wrat's Mine Is Mine: Simon Phillips, 90, Birmingham [?], Alabama; born 1847, Hale County, 
Alabama. John Morgan Smith 
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Page 230 

You Att Go On Away: Pauline (Pearl) Howell, 65 or 70, Brinkley, Arkansas; born Paris, Ten- 
nessee; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 

THe DEviL AND HELL: Bert Strong, 73, near Marshall, Harrison County, Texas; born 1864, Mont- 
gomery, Alabama; slave in Alabama 


Page 231 

SHE Ain't Gor Us Back Yet: William Mathews, 89, Galveston, Texas; born December 25, 1848, 
Franklin Parish, near Monroe, Ouachita Parish, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana 

Op Mistress Kept THE Corton: Henry Kirk Miller, 86, Little Rock, Arkansas; born July 25, 
1851, Fort Valley, Georgia; slave in Georgia. Beulah Sherwood Hagg 


Page 232 

ALL Bent Over: Carrie Hudson, 75, Athens, Georgia; born near Ruckersville, Elbert County, 
Georgia. Sadie B. Hornsby 

Master Livep a WEEK or Two: Mahalia Shores, 77, Marianna, Arkansas; born Greene County, 
Georgia; slave in Georgia. Irene Robertson 

He Took THE SMALLPox: Isom Roberts, 80, Columbia, South Carolina. Henry Grant 
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He Cussep TIL, He Diep: Anderson Edwards, 93, Harrison County, Texas; born March 12, 1844, 
Rusk County, Texas 

Master Gets Worse: Anna Miller, 85, Fort Worth, Texas; born in Kentucky; slave in Kentucky, 
Missouri, and Texas 


Page 234 

THe News Kittep Her Dean: James Reeves, 68, Little Rock, Arkansas; born in Ouachita County, 
Arkansas; of slave parentage. Samuel S. Taylor 

You Gor To Loox aFrer ME: Betty Curlett, 66, Hazen, Arkansas; of slave parentage. Irene Rob- 
ertson 
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Deatu oF A Pianration: I. Willie Doyld, 78, Brinkley, Arkansas; slave in Mississippi. Irene 
Robertson. Il. Annie Row, 86, Fort Worth, Texas; born near Rusk, Nacogdoches County, Texas 


Page 236 
He Coutpn’r Hetp Cryinc: Andrew Goodman, 97, Dallas, Texas; born near Birmingham, 
Alabama, and brought to Texas at the age of 3 


Page 237 
I Feev uke I Am Tueirs: Adeline Willis, about 100, Washington, Wilkes County, Georgia; born 
Greene County, Georgia. M. B. Stonestreet 


Page 238 
FreEpoM Wasn’r No DiFFERENCE: John McCoy, 99, Houston, Texas; born January 1, 1838, near 


Houston, Harris County, Texas 
Banc!: Pauline Grice, 81, North Fort Worth, Texas; born near Atlanta, Fulton County, Georgia; 


slave in Georgia 
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CLose MEasuRING: Oliver Bell, Livingston, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 
We Have Wuire Forks’ Eats: Van Mc .re, about 80, Houston, Texas; born near Lynchburg, 
Campbell County, Virginia, and brought to Harris County, near Crosby, Texas, as a baby 


Page 240 
He Sotp His Five Boys: Angie Garrett, about 92, Livingston, Alabama; born about 1845, De 


Kalb, Mississippi; slave in Mississippi and Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt 
Tuey Just Expecrep Freepom: Liney Chambers, Brinkley, Arkansas; slave in Tennessee. Irene 


Robertson 
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Page 241 

THEN CAME THE CaM: Patsy Moore, 74, Madison, Arkansas; born De Soto County, Mississippi; 
slave in Mississippi and Tennessee. Irene Robertson 

I Got atone Harp AFTER I Was Freep: Thomas Rufhn, about 83, Little Rock, Arkansas; born 
near Raleigh, Franklin County, North Carolina; slave in North Carolina. Samuel S. Taylor 

RECONSTRUCTION Was A Micuty Harp Puty: Warren McKinney, 85, Hazen, Arkansas; born 
Edgefield County, South Carolina; slave in South Carolina. Irene Robertson 


Page 242 

Wo Was Freep sy THE War?: Waters McIntosh, 76, Little Rock, Arkansas; born July 4, 1862, 
Lynchburg, South Carolina; slave in South Carolina. Samuel S. Taylor 

FREEDMEN’S Bureau: Milton Ritchie, 78, Brinkley, Arkansas; born Marietta, Georgia; slave in 
Georgia. Irene Robertson 


Page 243 
I Gor My Money Too: Uncle Willis Bennefield, about 101, Hepzibah, Georgia; slave in Burke 
County, Georgia 


Page 244 
AFTER FREEDOM: Ishe Webb, about 78, Little Rock, Arkansas; born Altanta, Georgia; slave in 
Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 246 
Tar Was My Freepom: Annie Griegg, 84, Madison, Arkansas; born Nashville, Tennessee; slave 


in Tennessee. Irene Robertson 
Tony AND Goviz: Toby Jones, 87, Madisonville, Texas; born 1850, South Carolina 


Page 247 
Runninc Away: Mrs. Fannie Berry, Petersburg, Virginia. Suste Byrd 


Page 248 

PeonacE: I, William Ward, 105, Atlanta, Georgia. Driskell. 11. Elijah Henry Hopkins, 81, Little 
Rock, Arkansas; born May 15, 1856, Barnwell County, South Carolina; slave in South Carolina 
and Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 249 
CarryING ON witH Free Lasor: Peter Clifton, 89, Winnsboro, South Carolina. W. W. Dixon 


Page 250 
How We Got Away FRoM OLD Man Bias: Annie Osborn, 81, Marshall, Texas; born 1858, Atlanta, 
Georgia; slave in Georgia and Louisiana 


Page 251 
He Was Poor anp HaTep Necroes: Maggie Wesmoland, 85, Brinkley, Arkansas; born near Des 
Arc, Prairie County, Arkansas. Irene Robertson 


Page 253 
Devits anD Goop People WaLkep THE Roap: Anthony Dawson, 105, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born 
July 25, 1832, near Greenville, Pitt County, North Carolina; slave in North Carolina 


Page 254 

THe EquaizaTion War, quotation: John Johnson, 73, near Clarendon, Monroe County, Arkansas; 
born near Jackson, Madison County, Tennessee; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 

Jorpan Hap a Harp Time: Henry F. Pyles, 81, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born August 15, 1856, Jack- 
son, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee 


Page 255 

Ku Kxvux: I. Ben Johnson, 85, Hecktown, Durham, North Carolina. Mary A. Hicks. Il. Pierce 
Harper, 86, Galveston [?], Texas; born 1851, near Snow Hill, Greene County, North Carolina; 
slave in North Carolina. III. Claiborne Moss, 81, Little Rock, Arkansas; born June 18, 1857, 
Washington County, Georgia; slave in Georgia. Samuel S. Taylor 
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Page 258 

Your Ovp Horse Arn’r No Goon: Anthony Dawson, 105, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born July 25, 1832, 
near Greenville, Pitt County, North Carolina; slave in North Carolina 

Prayinc Jim Jesus: Maggie Stenhouse, 72 [?], Brinkley, Arkansas; born near Pickens, Pickens 
County, South Carolina; of slave parentage. Irene Robertson 


Page 259 
Tue Doctor's Grave: Brawley Gilmore, Union, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 


Page 261 


Get Rip oF THE Grass: Hammett Dell, 90, Brasfield, Arkansas; born October 12, 1847, near 
Murfreesboro, Rutherford County, Tennessee; slave in Tennessee. Irene Robertson 


Page 262 
Ku Krux anp CarpeTsaccers: Henry Garry, about 75, Birmingham, Alabama, W. F. Jordan 


Page 264 

END OF THE Ku KuiuxeEs: Anderson Bates, 87, Winnsboro, South Carolina. Caldwell Sims 

Tuey Kepr THE Necroes From Votinc: F. H. Brown, 75, North Little Rock, Arkansas; born in 
Marion County, Mississippi; slave in Mississippi. Samuel S. Taylor 


Page 262 

Vore as I Damn PveEasE: James Reeves, 68, Little Rock, Arkansas; born in Ouachita County, Ar- 
kansas; of slave parentage. Samuel S. Taylor 

My Dappy Was 1n Orrice: Paul Jenkins, 70, Columbia, South Carolina; born 1867, Colleton 
County, South Carolina; of slave parentage Sules M. Scruggs 


Page 267 

I Take FREEDOM, quotation: Henry Banner, 89 [?], Little Rock, Arkansas; born 1849 [?], Russell 
County, Virginia; slave in Virginia and Tennessee. Samuel S. Taylor 

It’s Tris Way: Margrett Nillin, about 90, Fort Worth, Texas; born Palestine, Texas 

Anysopy Wuo Says Tuat Is Teviine a Lie: Thomas Johns, 90, Cleburne, Texas; born April 18, 
1847, Chambers County, Alabama; came to Texas in 1874 

A Bretrer Day: Washington Dozier, 90, Peedee, South Carclina. Annie Ruth Davis 

Tuat’s How I Fret: Charlie Hudson, 80, Athens, Georgia; born March 27, 1858, Elbert County, 
Georgia. Sadie B. Hornsby 

You Can't BLAME THEM For Tuis: Martin Johnson, 90, San Antonio, Texas; born 1847, Victoria 
County, Texas 


Page 268 
More His Own Say: Robert Bryant, 75, Herculaneum, Missouri; born near Caledonia, Washington 


County, Missouri 
Poor Fork—Wuire anp Brack: Charles Crawley, Petersburg, Virginia; born in Lunenburg 


County, Virginia. Suste Byrd 


Page 269 
I Hore To See a Mitiion Years To Come: Richard Toler, 97, Cincinnati, Ohio; born near 
Lynchburg, Campbell County, Virginia. Ruth Thompson 


ILLUSTRATIONS 


Unc e Ben Horry, 85, near Murrells Inlet, Georgetown County, South Carolina; born December 
13, 1852, Waccamaw Neck, South Carolina. Mrs. Genevieve W. Chandler 

Fannie Moore, 88, Asheville, North C. olina; born September 1, 1849, Moore, South Carolina; 
slave in South Carolina. Mrs. Marjorie Jones 

Martin Jackson, 90, San Antonio, Texas; born 1847, Victoria County, Texas 

Mary Reyno ps, about 100, Dallas, Texas; born Black River, Louisiana; slave in Louisiana 

SARAH GupceErR, 121, Asheville, North Carolina; born September 15, 1816, near Old Fort, Mc- 
Dowell County, North Carolina. Mrs. Marjone Jones 

Aunt CnHarity ANDERSON, 101, Toulminville, Alabama; born at Bell’s Landing on the Alabama 
River. Ila B. Prine and Ira S. Jordan 
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Wa TER CatLoway, 89, Birmingham, Alabama; born 1848, Richmond, Virginia; slave in Vir- 
ginia and Alabama. W. F. Jordan 

TempiE Hernpon Durnam, 103, Durham, North Carolina. Travts Jordan 

Laura Ciark, 87, near Livingston, Sumter County, Alabama; born in North Carolina and 
brought to Alabama as a child. Ruby Pickens Tartt 

Moxie Wixiiams, 84, near Terry, Hinds County, Mississippi; born September 15, 1853, near 


Utica 
Lucinpy Lawrence Jurpon [Jorpan?], 79, Lee County, Alabama; born 1858, Macon County, 


Georgia; slave in Georgia. Preston Klein and Jack Kytle 
Maticpa Pucu DanteL, 96, near Eufaula, Barbour County, Alabama, Gertha Couric and John 


Morgan Smith 

EmMa Crockett, about 80, near Livingston, Sumter County, Alabama. Ruby Pickens Tartt and 
Luther Clark 

Lucinpa Davis, about 89, Tulsa, Oklahoma 

Antony Dawson, 105, Tulsa, Oklahoma; born July 25, 1832, near Greenville, Pitt County, 
North Carolina; slave in North Carolina 

RicHARD Toter, about 100, Cincinnati, Ohio; born near Lynchburg, Campbell County, Virginia; 


slave in Virginia. Ruth Thompson 
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